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	1. Chapter 1

_**A/N: Hey guys, this is my newest story idea, another Halo and Red vs. Blue crossover! There'll be some changes to the RvB story, but some stuff will be the same. I do not own either franchise, or I would be sitting on a throne.**_

_**New game…start!**_

***Chapter 1***

Noble Six leapt down from the MAC gun, watching as the _Pillar of Autumn _rocketed away from Reach. The planet was in ruins, and it was only a matter of time before he too ended up dead. he stared at the flaming sky. "I guess this is the beginning of the end."

One would think that Six would never get out of this mess. With the amount of Covenant still in the area, his chance of surviving was probably negative at this point.

He slowly walked over to Emile's corpse, propped up against the railing with his kukri still in his hand. He had died fighting, and the body of the Zealot Elite next to him was his final act as a Spartan.

Six took Emile's kukri, along with the sheath. "Emile, rest easy my friend. I'll make sure that you are avenged." He got ready to stand against the Covenant onslaught.

He leapt from the platform, the bodies of fallen Spartans and Marines all around him. He spied a Sniper Rifle, along with a Drop Shield, and ran for it. He picked up the long-range weapon, looking through the scope as a Spirit flew overhead, the plasma cannon shooting in his direction.

Six activated his Drop shield, the bubble of energy surrounding the Spartan. The plasma blasts deflected harmlessly off of the shield, protecting the Spartan from harm. Well, temporarily at least.

After maybe thirty seconds, the shield gave way, needing awhile to recharge. A pair of Grunts fired their Plasma Pistols at the Spartan, his shields flickering. Six didn't have time to zoom in the sights, so he just no-scoped the frog-like aliens.

With both Grunts dead, Six had to duck as an angry Elite charged him with an Energy Sword, the plasma blade narrowly missing his head. _'Shit! That is too close!'_

Six readied Emile's kukri, ready to get up close and personal with a Sangheli. As this Elite was a blue Minor, it had very little experience on the field. Six was planning on using its inexperience against it.

The Elite swung the sword again, and Six ducked under it, sinking his kukri through the Elite's stomach. As the alien warrior howled in pain, Six climbed on its back and snapped its neck.

Six retrieved his kukri, ready to face the rest of the Elites when a blue ball of plasma landed not ten feet away from him. He rolled away, cursing slightly. "Shit!"

Pulling out his sniper rifle, he saw a Wraith about 100 feet away, and the driver had some pretty good aim. For a Wraith driver.

Spotting a fallen Spartan Laser near a dead Marine, Six grabbed the heavy weapon, locked onto the Wraith, and began to charge the weapon. A red burst of energy shot out, and the alien tank was a smoldering ruin.

Plasma Rifle fire washed over Six's shields, and he whirled around to see an Elite Ultra had joined the firefight, its eyes filled with hatred. "Demon!"

Six charged to weapon, and a single shot blasted the Elite's arm off. As the alien warrior howled in pain and agony, Six placed a well aimed Magnum shot through its head.

The Spartan Laser had maybe only one more shot left in it, and Six knew he had to be careful with it. _'I gotta save this for the right target…that Wraith on the other side will do.'_

The Wraith couldn't see him, and Six used that to his advantage. The Spartan Laser flashed, and the remaining Wraith was destroyed. Six dropped the heavy weapon, now useless, and concentrated his fire on the Elites around him.

Two Elite Majors aimed Concussion Rifles at the lone Spartan III and fired, small explosions dotting the area. The two aliens had terrible aim, and most of the shots missed completely. Six took cover behind a wall, grabbing a fallen Assault Rifle and ammo from a dead Spartan. He couldn't bring himself to look at his fallen brother.

One of the Elites charged at him, and Six emptied his Assault Rifle into the alien's torso, shredding it in two. Six was tempted to take his helmet off and spit on the corpse, but that required too much effort. And he simply didn't have the time, either.

The other Elite let out an angry roar, and it dropped the Concussion Rifle to ignite its Energy Sword, the plasma blade coming to life in its hands. Six backpedaled to buy himself some precious seconds. _'This really isn't my day, is it?'_

The Elite swung its sword at the Spartan, forcing Six to leap back, as getting cut in two and being eaten (or glassed) was not on his to-do list. Well, at least not now, anyway.

The Elite was upon him in a heartbeat, and its fist made a crack on Six's visor. The Spartan groaned. "Son of a bitch." Part of his HUD, the part that displayed his ammo count, was down. No possibility of repair. For the moment at least.

He tackled the Elite, surprising the shot out of it, and sank his knife in-between the alien's four-pronged mouth. Stifled cries of death escaped it before it fell limp. Six pulled his knife out, the blade covered in purple blood. "Now that is not attractive in the slightest."

An Elite Major fired a Needle Rifle at him, and one of the needles stuck in his visor, creating another crack. Six pulled it out before it could explode, and then he sprayed the Elite with Assault Rifle fire. "This isn't too good."

Six took off his battered helmet, revealing a man with several scars and cold brown eyes. An Elite Ultra fired its Plasma Rifle at him, and Six returned the gesture, firing his Assault Rifle until the Elite's shields broke and it fell to the ground in a puddle of its own blood.

'_I'm not gonna last too long,' _Six thought. He stepped to the side as an Elite Major tried to jump him. The shields of that warrior broke, and Six raised his Magnum before firing a single shot into its head. "Nice try."

He snapped to the left as an Elite Minor shot at him, his Assault Rifle in his hands. He drew his Magnum as another Elite Minor charged him, Plasma Rifle fire pouring on his body. Spent shell casings fell on the ground, along with Six's blood. _'Yeah, I'll admit it. I didn't really have a plan.'_

An Elite Ultra jumped him, throwing the Spartan to the ground. Six tried to recover, sticking his knife in the alien's neck. He pushed the body over as a Zealot ignited its Energy Sword. Before it could stab him though, Six punched out and broke the Zealot's hand, the Energy Sword falling on the ground.

An explosion of pain surged through him as an Elite Field Marshall stabbed him in the stomach. The alien lifted Six's wounded body, roaring. "You have fought honorably, demon. But this is where it ends for you. May the blades of light guide your way."

Six struggled to break free, only to feel the Field Marshall's Plasma Dagger sink into his chest. Six's eyes bulged slightly, before his vision began to fade black.

Six thought about all the lives lost in this day alone. Carter, Emile, and now him. Six then felt himself being tossed to the side, the Elite having no use for his body. Noble Six, the only Spartan III to ever reach the rating of 'hyper-lethal' was dying, and there wasn't a single thing he could do about it.

Before the light faded from his eyes, Six glanced over to the Field Marshall that had performed the fatal blow. "I did what I could…" His brown eyes lolled and he went limp. Noble Six had passed.

-0-

_Mother of Invention_

_Date unknown_

Tex tossed North to the side easily, the other agent falling to the ground in a heap. South tried to rush the gunmetal black Freelancer, but Tex spun around and hit her in the back of her head, knocking her out. Tex narrowed her eyes. There was only one Freelancer left standing: Carolina.

The red haired Freelancer got ready. "This is where I take my spot on the leader board back, Texas." Tex dismissed her comment and got ready to fight her. "Anytime, Carolina."

Even though this was only a training match, both Freelancers were expected to do better than the other. Carolina was bitter about losing her number 1 spot, and she practiced nonstop in an attempt to beat Tex.

If only they knew how cold you would have to be in order to do that.

Tex blocked a punch from Carolina, spinning her around and delivering a sharp kick to the gut. Carolina flinched slightly, and Tex was upon her in an instant, her fists a blur of motion. Carolina pushed the black armored Freelancer off of her before punching her in the head.

A dull ache began to pulse in Tex's head, but she didn't care. She had long ago learned to banish pain.

Carolina and Tex were both about to hit each other again when a flash of light blinded both of them. Carolina shielded her eyes. "What the hell is that!?"

"Don't ask me!" Tex shot back, just as confused as her. When the light died away, in the middle of the training room was a figure clad in dark green armor, with blood pouring from wounds. Tex looked at the man in shock. "Get the Director! And a medic!"

The Director strode onto the court, and he looked at the armored man with an interested look. The medic put him on a stretcher and carried him away. Tex walked to the Director's side. "Who is that?"

The Director shook his head. "I'm afraid I have no answer, Agent Texas. I think he is a man from another world."

Tex stared at him. "What do you mean, 'from another world'? I don't understand at all." The Director shook his hand dismissively. "Don't worry; I have an idea on how to use him, if he survives. The match is cancelled."

Carolina seemed outraged. "Sir, you can't-" The Director turned on her in a flash. "Don't tell me what I can and cannot do, Agent Carolina! Keep it up and you will lose your number 2 position on the leader board! Do I make myself clear?"

Carolina's face was flushed red. "Sir. Yes sir." She sent a glare at Tex, who simply smiled in amusement. Seeing Carolina worked up was very funny to her.

The Director cooled down, motioning for Tex to follow him. "Come. We have to check in on our new arrival."

-0-

Six blinked his eyes open, and then immediately protected them from the bright light. _'Why am I here? Shouldn't I be dead? what is this place?'_

He tried to sit up, only for a hand to ease him back down. "Steady big guy. You've lost a lot of blood, and I don't want to re-open any wounds."

He groggily turned to his right, and there was a medic standing by him, his eyes tired. The medic looked at the Spartan. "You awake now?"

Six nodded. "What is this place? Where the hell am I?"

The medic looked at him in a funny way. "You are onboard the UNSC _Mother of Invention, _home to Pr-" He stopped, as if he wasn't supposed to say anything.

"It's alright medic. I'm here," an authoritative voice said. A man in a dark suit with glasses entered, followed by a person in what seemed to be MJOLNIR armor. Six was beyond confused. "Who…?"

The man smiled. "I am Dr. Leonard Church, Director of Project Freelancer. And this is Agent Texas, our best agent."

Six raised an eyebrow. "Right…" To say he was bit skeptical was an understatement.

The Director sighed. "I knew you wouldn't believe a complete stranger. And you are…?"

The Spartan hesitated. No one who was alive still called him by his real name. so, he went with his number.

"Noble Six," he answered. The Director seemed to be mulling over something. "Hmmm, interesting." He shared a glance with Texas before turning back to the Spartan. "Son, you are a capable fighter, even though I have no records of you at all in any database. Still, I'm willing to gamble that chance and make you an offer. Are you interested?"

Six nodded his head. "Go on then."

The Director gave Texas a small smile before he faced the wounded Spartan.

_**A/N: Whew, there is the end of the first chapter. I'm hoping this gets something out of the many RvB fans, but I can't be sure unless you tell me. So, leave a comment below and I will see you again some other time.**_

_**Ja**_


	2. Chapter 2

**_A/N: Okay, here's the very late chapter 2 of Agent Reach. The first chapter was a test version, just to see if anyone would be interested, and boy was I surprised. 20 favs and 20 follows! Thank you so much! But now, I will give you chapter 2. Let me start this baby up!_****_  
><em>**

***Chapter 2***

Noble Six was sitting in his bed now, fully interested in what the Director of this mysterious 'Project Freelancer' had to offer. _'If this is a deal to join, I'm accepting without a moment's hesitation.'_

His prayer was answered by the Director. "Would you like to join as a new agent of Project Freelancer?" Noble Six opened his mouth to reply, but Tex beat him to it, and he was surprised to find out Tex was a woman. "Sir, are you crazy!? You don't even know who this person is! For all we know, he could be an Insurrectionist spy that managed to infiltrate our defenses!"

The Director sighed. "I am aware, Texas. But we are not winning fast enough for my taste. So now, we are going to be recruiting this man, if he is interested." Noble Six nodded curtly. "I am, sir. When can I start?"

The Director's lips curved upwards in a smile. "Good to hear that, Six. However, you should take the time for your body to recover before we send you out on the field. But, we will give you your new name amongst the Freelancers."

Six held up his hand. "Sir, with your permission, I would like to choose my own name." The Director paused, and after a quick glance with Tex nodded. "Very well. What will we call you?"

"Agent Reach."

-0-

Wyoming and York were sitting down in their quarters, watching a Grifball game when a knock sounded on the door. Wyoming looked up. "Who is it?" The door opened to reveal a bit of a surprise. Wyoming gave a confused glance at York, who shrugged. "Director? What are you here for? It's not another daily dose of knock-knock jokes, is it?" York began to groan at the mention of the British man's habit. "Please don't..."

The Director stepped inside, his hands behind his back. "I'm sure that you must have heard from agents North and South Dakota, but I'm going to tell you anyway. We have a new arrival onboard, and he clearly has sufficient skill. This man has taken up an offer to join us, and become an agent of Project Freelancer." He paused, as if he were waiting for an outraged demand to be heard. When York and Wyoming remained silent, he continued. "He will be known as Agent Reach. Do you have any questions?"

York raised his hand. "Yes sir. This...Reach person, just who is he? I'm not exactly confident fighting or training with someone I barely know. Look at where that got me last time." He pointed to his bad eye, and Wyoming couldn't blame him. It was the day Tex arrived, and York, Maine, and himself tried to take her on three-on-one. After getting utterly destroyed for many rounds, Wyoming and Maine began using live ammo, and the end result was not pretty. Maine had thrown a grenade, and Tex had to put York into armor lock before the blast killed him. It cost him his eye, and his wariness of strangers grew.

The Director didn't flinch. "I am aware of your mistrust of strangers, Agent New York. Agent Texas has also voiced her concerns, and I'm sure many others will too. But, this is not the time for this mistrust. The Insurrection is not dying; in fact it has doubled in size. We need to put a stop to their activities now." York nodded curtly and sat back down.

Wyoming spoke up himself. "i'm afraid I must agree with agents York and Tex. This man, Reach, is not in any of our databases. For all we know, he could be a spy, waiting for the right moment to pick us off, one by one."

The Director gave Wyoming a look, and he couldn't tell if it was annoyance or just the way his face was. "Wyoming, as one of our top five agents, I must say I expected you to be a little less cold in greeting to Agent Reach. As far as I can see, he has done nothing wrong to deserve your coldness. Why don't you two go and see him in the medical bay to decide for yourself if he's part of the Insurrection?"

Wyoming narrowed his eyes, and he jerked his head over to York. "Come. You heard the Director. We don't want to be next on the demotion list, do we?" York sighed in resignation and followed him, casting one last glance at the Director. "I swear, I really hate this shit."

Once they were out of the Director's earshot, Wyoming slammed his fist into a wall. "Goddammit, what the bloody hell is he thinking!? Accepting a complete stranger as an agent of Project Freelancer!? Either he's raving mad, or this is just a bloody joke!" York put his hand on his shoulder. "Calm down. Look, we'll go in there, and we'll fire a few questions at him. If he seems like an Innie soldier, we kill him then and there. No need to drag it out."

Wyoming calmed down, shaking his head. "Chap, this is just madness." They arrived in the medical bay, and there was the man the Director had talked about: Agent Reach.

He had dark brown hair, light green eyes, and a strong jaw. He looked as the two Freelancers, nearly fully armored, entered the room. He lifted his head up. "May I help you? The Director told me to get some rest."

Wyoming shared a nod with York, and the two Freelancers took up flank on either side of him. Reach didn't seem fazed in the slightest, and he just tilted his head back. "So, you think I'm your enemy? i'm not too surprised. Many seem to be that way when they first see me."

Wyoming stroked his mustache thoughtfully. "So, Agent Reach, I am Agent Wyoming, and this is Agent New York. Just call him York; it saves time. Now, we're here to fire a few questions at you. If you say anything that seems like something an Insurrectionist would say, we'll kill you. Clear?"

Reach smirked, as if he knew they would do something like this. "Crystal, Wyoming." Wyoming sat down, and York remained standing, his sidearm on his waist. "Agent Reach, we do not have any information on you in any of our databases, so naturally we are suspicious of your true intentions. Agent York here is especially wary, for he has an extreme mistrust of strangers like yourself."

He paused, letting it sink in. Reach didn't bat an eye, and he motioned for them to continue. "Go on. I'm all ears."

Wyoming glared. "Reach, what do you know about Lieutenant Ian Harper?" Reach looked confused, and if it was all a guise then it was a good one. "Ian Harper? I'm afraid I've never heard that name, not anywhere. I happen to be from another time, another world to be more precise. Didn't the Director inform you of that?" Without glancing to his right, he spoke again. "I would appreciate if you didn't point that at my face. Last time I checked, I wasn't the bulls-eye at target practice."

York lowered his sidearm, holstering the weapon. "Not bad, Reach. Not bad at all." Wyoming shot him a slightly annoyed glance. "York, quiet. He might be good, but it's still unclear if he is the enemy of not. Don't give in so easily."

Reach chuckled in amusement, as if the whole thing was funny. "Boys, do calm down. I am not a part of this Insurrection that you are fighting. Although I do have experience fighting them in my old world. And as far as I can see, in war you need all the hands you can get, am I right?" It was like a dare to say he was wrong. And as much as Wyoming hated to admit it, Reach was correct. The Insurrection was growing by the second, and their new advances in technology were keeping them in the fight with the UNSC and Project Freelancer.

Wyoming glanced at York. "He passes. Report to the Director and the Counselor immediately." York nodded and left in a hurry, off to find the man responsible for this whole project. _'As far as I can tell, he's not an Innie. But when he said he came from a different world, what does that mean? I'll have to ask him later, perhaps.'_

He extended his hand in greeting. "Welcome aboard the Mother of Invention, home to Project Freelancer, Agent Reach. May I wish you a full and speedy recovery." Reach nodded and the British man left, casting one last glance at the new agent. _'I do hope this isn't a terrible mistake.'__  
><em>

-0-

After the meeting with Wyoming and York, Noble Six, now Agent Reach, felt himself getting tired. _'I suppose it is only natural for them to be wary of me.' _He let out a yawn before crashing his head on his pillow, falling asleep.

_Next Morning_

_UNSC Mother of Invention_

_Date: Unknown_

Reach woke up, and the first thing he realized was that he was no longer in pain. He looked down at his wounds, and they were already fully healed. One benefit of the SPARTAN III program: the accelerated healing. Reach stretched out, and he was surprised to see the medic standing about four feet away, clipboard in hand. "Agent Reach, you are officially discharged from the medical bay. Do me a favor and try not to get set up here again so fast. I could use a break."

Reach chuckled as he got out of the bed, most of his armor (save the helmet) already cleaned and repaired. he put the suit back on, happy to be in it again. "Good thing I still have this." He hated not being in his armor, for it made him feel vulnerable.

He left the medical bay, and he was again surprised to see the Director waiting for him, a small smile on his lips. The new agent snapped to attention and saluted. "Sir!"

The Director returned the gesture. "At ease, son. So, you are fully recovered?" Reach slowly blinked. "I'm at 100 percent, sir." The Director pursed his lips thoughtfully. "Good. Now, I'm afraid that your helmet for you armor was lost, unable to be found. But, luckily for you, we do happen to have a spare ready. If you will follow me, please."

Reach fell in behind the Director, keeping silent the whole way. Reach was not one to be known for his talking skills, unlike Kat or Emile for that matter. He was more of he 'quiet yet deadly' types, which suited him fine.

The Director led him to some sort of armor facility, where spare parts for the suits were held. The Director had a technician inside toss him a helmet, which he gave to Reach. "This is yours. Put it on."

Reach took the familiar piece of equipment, running his hand over the smooth visor of the Mark VI helmet. _'Good to have you back.'_ He put it on, the familiar hiss confirming it was sealed on. He gave the Director a nod of approval. "Fits perfectly, sir. Thank you, sir."

The Director smiled. "Very good. Now, I imagine you must be very hungry, and I refuse to have any agents pass out in the field, so go get something to eat." Reach was aware of the grumbling his stomach made, and he gave the man a salute again. "Yes sir."

He left, and he became aware of the fact that he did not know the location of the cafeteria. "Bugger." He saw Agent York walking by, and Reach walked to him. "Excuse me, Agent York, but can you show me where the cafeteria is? I'd really hate to get lost in a ship as big as this one."

York nodded. "Yeah, just follow me." Reach fell in behind York, and after about ten minutes they arrived in the cafeteria, with Reach being aware of the fact that all eyes were on him.

Reach got a plate of barbeque, and he sat down at a table alone, silently eating his food. He heard footsteps, and he found himself staring into the visor of another Agent with purple armor. "Can I help you?"

The agent took of their helmet, and Reach saw it was a woman with short blonde hair. "I'm South Dakota. I heard you're the new recruit." Reach simply looked bored as he stared. "You heard right, South," He picked up his fork and started to eat again, he he saw that South didn't leave. Annoyed, he looked up. "What do you want? I'm trying to eat."

South narrowed her eyes, "I want you, you see. They say you're good. Prove to me that you can be an agent of this group." Reach stood up, done with his meal. "Is that a challenge?" He refused to flinch, especially now.

South narrowed her eyes again. "You bet it is, new boy."

"I accept."

**_A/N: Heh, here we go! Reach versus South! Who shall win? I don't want to make Reach completely OP, but at least make him a good fighter. Questions, comments or any other feedback is appreciated._**

**_Ja'ne! _**


	3. Chapter 3

_**A/N: Well, I know that TheBestGothorita told all of you that I would be out for at least two weeks…but I have never been one to listen to my doctor, so here we are. It's time for the fight against South, and I hope it's somewhat good. Also, Reach finds out who his roommate is.**_

***Chapter 3***

Reach stood on one side of the Training Room, sizing up South Dakota. _'She's smaller than me, but I should have the advantage in my strength. I just hope I don't reopen any of my wounds from that hellhole of a planet.'_

He put on his helmet, sealing it with a hiss as he stretched his sore leg muscles. The _Mother of Invention_'s AI gave the signal for the match to start soon. "This will be one round of hand-to-hand combat. Agent Reach will be going up against Agent South Dakota. The first one to end up unable to continue loses. Agents, please get ready."

Reach cracked his neck, ready to prove himself. He wasn't scared; if anything he was a bit eager to prove his worth as a Freelancer. _'If I hold my own against South, I should be fine here.' _

"Begin!"

South swung her fist first, her speed slightly surprising Reach as he leaned back. _'She's fast. Very fast.' _He spun around to kick her in the body, but the strike was blocked and Reach grimaced under his helmet as South's fist collided with his wounded chest. _'Ow. That really fucking hurt.'_

He grabbed South's wrists, preventing her from landing any punches on the former Spartan. South struggled, and Reach brought his leg up to his stomach before lashing out, a swift kick landing. The agent doubled over as the wind left her.

Reach threw South away from him, and he got into a stance again, a bit more careful this time around. _'She also isn't fighting wounded like me. I gotta hope she doesn't hit me in the chest again like that. Otherwise, I could be taken out.'_

-0-

Tex watched silently as the new recruit, Reach handled himself against South. _'He's fighting with a major injury, so for him to have that speed is still impressive.'_

'_And there is something else, too. Something about him intrigues me.'_

Wyoming and the other Freelancers on the observation deck were also watching the fight. The British Freelancer stroked his enormous mustache and glanced over at York. "So, who's your money on?"

York folded his arms across his chest as Reach threw South over him. "Reach. He looks to be heavily trained for keeping up with South this far." North shook his head. "My money's on South. Reach is fighting wounded, and he's not as quick as South. Unless he can formulate a strategy against her, he'll bend first." He watched as his sister punched Reach twice in the stomach before the new agent slammed her on the ground.

Wyoming turned to Tex, who so far didn't answer. "Tex? What about you?"

Tex folded her arms, her eyes narrowed as Reach grabbed South in the air, holding the struggling agent above his head before kicking her away. "Reach."

-0-

Reach could feel the burn in his chest as he continued his match against South. So far, he had been tested quite a bit by the female agent. But, he knew better than to underestimate South just because she was a woman. He hadn't forgotten what Kat had done to Jun during a training session in Sword Base. The end result wasn't pretty.

He stood up, his fist cocked back. South tried to give him a new ache in his chest by lashing out with a sharp kick, but Reach ducked and slammed his fist into her. South stumbled back, kicking in desperation at Reach's face. Her boot connected, and Reach winced as the visor cut into his eye, blood beginning to blur his vision. _'Dammit.'_

South got up as she saw Reach holding his eye. "What's the matter, new boy? Giving up?" Time began to slow down for the former Spartan, something everyone one in the SPARTAN program dubbed as 'Spartan Time.'

Reach crouched low, and he ran at South, his augmented speed surprising the Freelancer. She tried to block Reach's flurrying fists, but the former Spartan didn't let up and he threw South over his shoulder. He had won.

Reach stood up, blood still slowly snaking down his face. He took off his helmet and walked up to the observation deck, where the other Freelancers were drinking. "What the hell?"

York took a swig from his bottle before handing the former Spartan another, unopened drink. "We had a bet, you see. If you won, we would celebrate you by drinking a bit and watching a Grifball game. Although Wyoming wanted to tell you knock-knock jokes until you bashed your head into a wall, which believed me, you will want to."

Reach unscrewed the top, taking a careful sniff. _'I'd really hate it to be tequila, because I cannot hold that stuff to save my life.' _Smelling that it was only beer, Reach took a swig, the alcohol barely burning his throat. He looked in the corner and saw her, standing by herself. _'Texas.'_

Tex walked over to him, a bottle in her hand. "So, you think you are good, huh?" Reach met her gaze evenly. "And what if I said I did?" He paused to wipe the blood from his face, but Tex beat him to it, taking out a small cloth to carefully dab it away. She leaned closer to the former Spartan. "I'd say you need a bit more practice."

Reach chuckled as he took a swig of beer again, looking at a massive Freelancer in white armor, an EVA helmet in his hand. He gave him a small piece of paper. Reach took it, and his eyebrow rose as he read it. "Agent Maine, is it? We're roommates?" The man, now dubbed Maine, nodded. Reach extended his hand in greeting. "Agent Reach. I take it you're a quiet one?"

Maine pointed to a wound, still healing, on his throat. Reach took a closer look, and he saw it was a gunshot wound. _'This guy was shot in the throat and is still fighting? Damn, he must be a tough son of a bitch.'_

A small fiery red figure appeared on Maine's shoulder, his arms behind his back. "I am AI Sigma, the voice of Agent Maine." Maine growled, and Reach wasn't sure if that was just the way his voice was or if it was a threat. Sigma translated a second later. "He says he is curious to see you perform on an actual mission, and hopefully help him hunt down the Insurrectionist who shot him in the throat."

Reach nodded and took another sip. _'Well, I don't suppose I did all that bad. Still, my injuries didn't help at all. South nearly had me at some points.'_

-0-

The Director clicked play on the tape from the match, smiling slightly as he observed Reach's victory against South Dakota. _'So, he did well even wounded. Just as I thought, he is one hell of a fighter in hand to hand combat. I am curious to see how he'll get along with Agent Maine. Both of them like the same style of fighting.'_

The Counselor ran towards him, puffing a bit as he reached the Director. "Director. This new recruit, Agent Reach, is the topic of many conversations onboard, especially amongst the other agents. Is this a good idea to use him so soon?"

The Director carefully stroked his chin. "Counselor, I am aware of your concerns, but my mind is clear on this one. Agent Reach will be deployed with Agents Maine, Washington, New York, and Carolina to destroy a current Insurrectionist facility. The earlier match against Agent South Dakota was merely to test his abilities."

The Counselor's jaw dropped. "Sir, you mean it was just a set up? Nothing more?" The Director shook his head, sighing. _'Silly man.' _"Counselor, I only told Agent South Dakota to introduce herself to him, nothing more. She took it upon herself to challenge Reach to a match, which she clearly lost. Judged by his performance today, if he heals from his injuries, Agent Reach could hold himself against Wyoming, Maine, and even Carolina and Texas. This man has some serious skill, which will be very valuable to this project."

The Counselor paused, his head cocked to the side. "I guess you are right, sir. I will check up on Agents South Dakota and Reach to make sure they are not seriously harmed from their match." He turned on his heel and left, leaving the Director to watch the replay of the fight again.

He saw when South had managed to land a strong kick on Reach's visor, making the new recruit hold his eye. _'After this point, when South pokes at his pride, Reach simply turns the tide and quickly overpowers her. South made a crucial mistake at trying to jeer at him. All that did was result in her loss.' _The Director sighed and looked at the leaderboard, with Agents Texas, Carolina, and Wyoming currently at the top three places, followed by York, Florida, North, CT, South, and Wash. Perhaps a few changes were needed after all….

-0-

Reach sat on the couch, watching this sport called Grifball with York and Wash. "And the goal is to try and not get pummeled to unconsciousness while attempting to score?"

York nodded, drinking from what Reach believed to be his fifth bottle of beer. _'This guy might have a better liquor tolerance than even Emile. And that was a guy who could hold his drink better than anyone.' _

"Yeah, and the players each have modified Gravity Hammers and Energy Swords, so that way no one is killed," York explained, wincing as he saw a player on the screen get thrown from one side of the arena to the other. Reach frowned slightly as he watched the game go on. _'Seems a little brutal to me, but this does seem to be good anger management.' _He saw another person go flying, and he mentally agreed with himself. _'Yeah, I can see it already. Emile would have way too much fun with this. That close quarters specialist bastard…' _Reach missed his old teammate.

Actually, he missed his entire team. He may have not been with them long, only a few weeks at the most, but he had bonded rather quickly with the members of Noble Team. Emile was always one to have fun while killing the Covenant, and Jorge always gave Reach advice whenever he needed it.

Jun helped Reach become an expert marksman in about a week, the both of them constantly trying to steal each other's kills. Kat was brilliant with electronics, while Carter happened to be one of the best commanders Reach had ever served in his career. Only now they were all gone, all of them sacrificing themselves to protect humanity with a soldier's honor.

'_Actually, I wonder about Jun. It's possible he made it out with Halsey, and the two of them are safe on Earth.' _Reach let out a small sigh and looked at the ceiling, the game only background noise. _'Only now I'm no longer with them. I'm here, in a different time, separated from those I trusted most, with no one to relate to.' _He got up, his eyes getting a bit heavy. Whatever the medics gave him for his wounds sure as hell made him sleepy, and augmented Spartan or not, rest was something every human needed. Fighting while drowsy was not a smart gamble to play.

York glanced up. "You heading in for the night?" Reach let out a yawn and stretched, feeling his bones crack. "Yeah. That stuff sure can knock one out. I'll see you."

He made his way towards the quarters, and it wasn't hard to find the one that he and Maine shared. The massive Freelancer looked up, and gave a small hiss of greeting. Reach nodded tiredly in return. "Maine." Maine pointed to the empty bunk, and Reach flopped down on the cot, his exhaustion setting in.

The big Freelancer's AI, Sigma, appeared. "Agent Reach, would you prefer to get up at the same time as Agent Maine tomorrow morning?" Reach nodded before closing his eyes. "Yes, thank you." The darkness creeping away at his vision finally overpowered him again.

_**A/N: *sigh* I hope putting Reach as roommates with Maine isn't taken badly. As for the fight with South, I do hope it was good enough, but I'll try to improve this fic as much as I can. It just won't be easy with a bum wrist, so late updates might happen again. See you!**_
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***Chapter 4***

_UNSC Mother of Invention_

_Date Unknown_

Reach blinked his eyes open, and he saw the fiery red figure of Sigma, the AI's arms behind his back. "Good morning Agent Reach. I hope you rested well?"

Reach nodded as he got out, Maine also awake. "Yes, I did Sigma. Ah, morning Maine." The massive yet silent Freelancer gave a small hiss of greeting.

Reach put on his armor, and the two Freelancers left to go do what Freelancers loved most: actual jobs.

The walk to the boardroom was quiet, and Reach saw that quite a few Freelancers were present: Carolina, York, and Washington. "Morning. Anyone know what this is about?"

York and Wash exchanged a glance, not too sure, while Carolina scoffed. "We're here to get a cake for our fighting abilities. We're here to be briefed for something important, obviously." Maine let out a small hiss of annoyance at the blue Freelancer's sarcastic tone.

Reach didn't flinch. "Well, I must say, I am slightly impressed with your sarcasm and extremely stunning intellect." Wash and Maine let out amused grumbles, with Carolina narrowing her eyes at the new Freelancer. "You think it's funny, don't you?"

Reach decided to play with her a little more, wondering how long it would be before she eventually threatened to beat the living shit out of him. "Possibly. Is that a problem?" _'Wait for it…'_

Carolina opened her mouth to snarl out a reply, but the door hissed open to reveal the Director and a black man in the same kind of suit. She gave Reach a glare as if to say _'You're lucky'_. Reach's lips twitched in slight amusement as he took his seat beside Maine. _'That was a fun way to rile her up. But now, let's see what the Director wants.'_

The Director looked over the five agents, his arms folded neatly behind his back. "Agents. It has come to my attention that the Insurrectionists are planning to again develop powered armor suits, much like our own. This is something we must prevent at all costs, and I am sending out two teams to deal with this. The Counselor will give you more details."

He stepped back, and the Counselor took his place, small beads of sweat forming on his brow. Reach was sitting up, listening attentively. _'Hm, so they think they are going to steal UNSC technology and use it against us? They have another thing coming.'_

The Counselor wiped his forehead. "Team 1 will be responsible for infiltrating the Insurrectionist facility and will consist of Agents New York, Carolina, and Reach. Team 2 will be responsible to take out several turrets stationed around the perimeter and will consist of Agents Washington and Maine. Stealth is a major priority for this mission, and do not, under any circumstances, let yourself get caught. Are there any questions?"

All of the Freelancers stood quietly, and the Counselor nodded with slightly narrowed eyes. "Good. Echo 479er will be dropping you off as close to the facility as possible, and I expect this will go along smoothly without unrest amongst our ranks, Agent Carolina."

The redheaded Freelancer clenched her jaw slightly at the jibe. "Yes sir." She looked back at York and Reach. "Both of you, get ready ASAP. I expect you to be prepared to go in twenty minutes."

York nodded quickly and scampered off, while Reach met Carolina's cold gaze evenly. "I'm afraid that I may have to discuss something with the Director, so if you'll excuse me." The red headed Freelancer stepped to the side, her eyes narrowed into slits. Reach could feel her eyes burning holes in his back, but he brushed it off. _'What does she think, that I'm a threat to her position on the leaderboard? That's what I wanted to ask the Director about.'_

Reach stopped in front of the man in charge of this project, and he saluted. "Sir, I wanted to ask a question about that leaderboard showing all of the agents' names. What is it used for?"

The Director pushed his glasses up. "That, Agent Reach, is used to determine the ranking of our agents. For instance, Agent Texas is our best agent, and Agent Carolina is our second best. Although she has been trying to take back that number 1 position for quite a long time now…"

Reach looked at the leaderboard, and he saw that he was currently near the bottom, but that was expected. _'I may have beaten South, but I have yet to accomplish something really spectacular. Once I do though, I'll climb up.' _He was right above South Dakota, Washington, and Connecticut, the last one he had yet to meet or even see.

He looked up at the number one position, and he quickly set a goal for himself. _'I want to be able to say that I am one of the best that Project Freelancer has to offer.'_

Reach stepped back, giving a quick salute to the Director again. "Thank you sir. I'll be heading out now." He turned to leave when the Director put his hand up. "Reach; do be sure that you don't get Agent Carolina too riled up. She can be quite nasty when it happens."

Reach's lip twitched slightly. _'So, it turns out that she can lose her temper easily. That's nice to keep in mind.' _"Yes sir."

He walked out to meet with York and Carolina, reaching them in the armory. Carolina was preparing a pair of Magnums, and York was holding a Shotgun in his hands. The tan Freelancer looked up. "Oh, hello Reach. You here for some weapons?"

Reach nodded, eyeing a Battle Rifle. "Yes." He hefted the precision weapon, looking through the scope. _'Hm, I do prefer this to the DMR, and it has more rounds. But it is a three-round burst with each shot...' _"I think I'll take this."

York tossed him a small box, and the former Spartan plucked it out of the air. Reach eyed the package slowly. "What is this?"

York loaded a few more rounds into his Shotgun. "Those are some new explosive rounds that we've been developing for awhile. I think they'll come in handy."

Reach nodded quietly, putting the rounds in a small pouch on his armor. _'Nice to see that York is trying to welcome me at least. Carolina on the other hand, well…is a bit more difficult to say the least.'_

The blue Freelancer put on her helmet. "We're going now." She turned around and led the two down to the launch bay, where a Pelican was awaiting them. Maine and Washington were already strapped in, and a small green figure appeared on York's shoulder. "Agent York, we should be arriving at out LZ in approximately twenty minutes."

"Thanks Delta," York replied, and the green figure disappeared. Reach looked up from his seat. "Is that your AI?" The tan Freelancer nodded and rubbed a scar over his eye. "Yeah. His name's Delta. He really comes in handy during missions."

The Pelican rocketed out of the launch bay of the _Mother of Invention_, and the pilot of the transport looked back. "Do me a favor and try to not to get yourselves too bloody? I just cleaned this bird about an hour ago."

Reach's lip twitched. "I'll keep that in mind." Washington and York exchanged glances, muttering amongst themselves. "We still haven't gotten our peanuts…"

The black and gold Freelancer let out a sigh. "I know. She is the biggest procrastinator ever…of all time." Maine let out a small hiss at the addition to the end of his comment, and York glanced between the two. "Um, was that you saying 'I agree' or you telling Wash to shut up?" Maine let out a small growl, and York chuckled. "Well, I can't say I'm too surprised Maine. You have never liked Wash's catchphrase."

Reach sat silently as Echo 479er flew them to the facility, and Reach didn't look up until they arrived. The pilot looked back at the five Freelancers. "You are all free to go."

Reach, Carolina, York, Maine, and Washington all exited, the Pelican rocketing off. Washington held a Battle Rifle in his hands and jerked his head to the side, signaling for Maine to follow him. "Come on Maine. We have to make sure none of those turrets are operational." The silent freelancer let out a grumble as he hefted his Brute Shot, running a hand carefully over the blade.

As the two groups began to split, Reach and Maine gave each other subtle nods, wishing the other good luck. _'Hopefully this all goes smoothly, without any of us getting wounded too badly.'_

Carolina quietly stalked the perimeter of the facility, York and Reach right behind her. She looked over the small wall they were using as cover. "We're clear. Reach and York, move up."

York made to stand up and go when Reach put a hand on his shoulder, shaking his head. "Wait. There's someone there." _'I'll show Carolina just what I can do.' _The blue Freelancer stared at Reach, and even though her face was hidden by the helmet, Reach could tell she was not happy. "Reach, move up, now!"

Reach pointed towards the door to the facility, and Carolina saw what he was seeing. A lone Insurrectionist soldier was standing guard, a DMR in hand. Reach smirked as he jumped up on the small landing above him. "I got this."

He activated his motion trackers, and he saw that the guard was the only person within a good fifty meters. _'Perfect. The bastard won't know what hit him.'_

Reach stalked along the walkway until he was right above the guard. He jumped onto the man's back, grabbing his head with both hands and snapping his neck for an assassination. _'Got you.' _"Surprise."

Reach beckoned with his hand for York and Carolina to move up. "We're clear." He heard their footsteps behind him as the trio stealthily made their way into the complex. _'I don't think even Carolina could have expected me to do that one.' _The only one who could have seen that coming was Texas.

'_What's up with her? Something about Texas intrigues me quite a bit, but I can't place my finger on it yet,' _the former Spartan mused, drawing a knife from his sheath and getting ready. The interior of the complex was fairly simple, and they had no problem navigating their way through the corridors.

Carolina was about to enter another hallway when Reach put his arm out, a blip appearing on his motion trackers. The blue Freelancer glared into his helmet, and Reach shook his head, putting a finger on his lips. "Both of you, get against the wall."

He drew his knife, and as soon as the rebel passed the doorway, Reach spun him around and stabbed his knife into the man's chest. Reach quietly withdrew his knife and dragged the body off into a corner. _'Another execution. But pretty soon, the buggers are going to notice that several of their men are missing, and they'll be on alert.'_

York looked at the body, impressed. "Wow Reach, you are one sneaky one." Reach shrugged and got ready to take out the next rebel, who was about ten feet away with no one around him. "Stealth was a priority, was it not?" _'I'm only following the Director's orders.'_

Carolina placed a hand on her helmet. _"Team 2, are you in position?" _Washington's reply crackled out a few seconds later. _"Team 2 is in position, Carolina. Whenever you give us the green light, we'll set off the detonators to take out the turrets."_

Reach pointed to the next rebel, who was searching for his missing partner. "York, you and Carolina go and make sure you locate and destroy any data on those new suits. I'm covering you. Got it?"

York nodded and set out, while Carolina lingered behind for a moment, almost like she wanted to argue. Reach didn't flinch as he twirled his knife, stepping behind the rebel and stabbing him in the back, tossing his body away. "Well? What are you waiting for?"

Carolina sucked her teeth and made a 'hmph' of annoyance as she followed York, both of them heading even deeper into the complex. Reach watched her go with a twitching eyebrow. _'She really cannot stand taking orders from anyone, can she?'_

He made sure to cover the two, glancing back and forth and taking out any hostiles he saw, whether they were a threat or not. To him, every single rebel soldier was a threat to the UNSC. _'It's best to kick them while they're down. That way, they really can't get back up.' _That was the way that Emile and Reach thought when it came to the Covenant, and the new Freelancer had no problem in using that same matter of thinking with the Insurrectionists.

Reach broke into a run, and he quickly caught up with York and Carolina thanks to his augmented speed. They were waiting right outside a heavy metal door, and Carolina had her back pressed against it. "That place is guarded by two machine gun turrets. There must be a way past them."

Reach scoffed as he joined them. "Please. The only way that would be possible is if we take out the lights. York, can you and Delta cut the power? That way, they will have to use their backup generators, and the turrets will be offline." _'It's the best I could come up with, but I think it's the only way without dying.'_

Carolina eyed the new Freelancer icily as York and Delta worked to take out the power. Reach met her stare evenly, only breaking when York looked up."Lights should be out in three, two, one..."

The lights flickered out, and Reach could hear the turrets on the other side of the metal door deactivate. _'Perfect again.' _York glanced over at Carolina. "Power's out. Let's move." Carolina keyed the COM again, giving Team 2 a heads-up. _"Team 2, this is Carolina. Power is out, and you two can get rid of those turrets now."_

"_Roger that," _Washington replied, and Reach could hear several loud explosions in the distance. _"Turrets 1 and 2 are down. Taking out numbers 3 and 4."_

Reach pried open the metal door, and his motion trackers alerted him to someone on the other side of the door. _'You have got to be kidding me. This is like taking candy from a baby.' _He shoved the muzzle of his Battle Rifle in the crack and fired a three round burst, rewarded with a gurgle and splash of crimson.

Reach forced the door open completely, and he fired over York's head three times, taking out all three of the remaining rebels. Save for one in massive armor and holding a large weapon that slowly began to glow orange.

York exchanged a glance with Reach. "What the fuck is with this guy?" The former Spartan shoved York out of the way as a burst of flame fired from the weapon, making all three Freelancers take cover. Reach looked over, pulled a pin from a grenade, and threw it, the small explosive landing neatly between the rebel's feet.

The detonation made the man stumble, and he didn't recover in time before Reach's knife stuck itself to his helmet, killing him instantly. Reach pulled the blade out, jerking his head over to the computers. "Destroy those immediately. They contain the data on those powered armor suits."

Reach held his ground at the entrance, more explosions going off as Washington and Maine destroyed the turrets surrounding the facility. Washington's voice crackled over the COM again. _"Team 1, all turrets have been destroyed. How is that data destruction going?"_

Reach paused briefly to answer. _"We're deleting the data now. It might take us a few minutes to get back to the extraction point though, so be patient." _

"_Roger. Team 2 over and out," _Washington replied, ending the channel. Reach looked through the scope of his Battle Rifle, and he didn't relax when he saw the coast was clear. For now.

York joined him. "All the data has been destroyed, Reach." The former Spartan nodded, his voice slightly cold. "Good. This will make our lives a bit easier in the future." Carolina didn't glance at him as they ran out of the building, Reach making sure to eliminate even more rebels. _'Better safe than sorry. I may kill the enemy, but I do not hate them. Best saying you ever had, Jun.'_

Once they were outside, the trio met up with Maine and Washington, both Freelancers looking for any enemies. Maine let out a growl, and he forced Washington down before firing his Brute Shot at a rebel with a Rocket Launcher, sending the man off the edge to his death.

Reach put his hand on the side of his helmet, calling for Echo 479er to pick them up. _"Echo 479er, this is Agent Reach. Requesting pick-up now, over."_

"_I read you loud and clear Reach. Expect pick-up within 60 seconds, over," _she replied. Reach ended the channel and he grabbed a few extra detonators from Washington. The black and gold Freelancer gave him a confused look. "What are you planning to do with those?"

Maine let out a sharp hiss, and Reach nodded slowly. "That's right Maine. This is to make sure that they don't try to develop them again." The silent Freelancer backed away slowly as the former Spartan armed the explosives, setting a timer for about 90 seconds. _'This should be a major blow to their powered armor suits project.' _

The roar of a Pelican's engines made him look up, and their ticket out of here had arrived. _'About time.' _"Let's go! We have thirty seconds before the facility is dust!"

The five Freelancers ran into the Pelican, and they quickly strapped themselves in. 479er looked back at them. "You might want to hang on tight. It's about to get a little…"

"Bumpy?" Washington asked. 479er shrugged. "Yeah, that. I was going to say 'crashy', but that works too." The Pelican rocketed away just as the Insurrectionist facility exploded, the entire base obliterated.

Reach was confused as to why 479er said the flight was about to be crashy when he looked back, mentally swearing. _'Fuck.' _"We have two Longsword Interceptors, coming in hot! Take evasive action!"

The Pelican jerked to the right as a pair of missiles soared past, exploding on the rocks. 479er seemed to be searching for something as she accelerated the Pelican to its maximum speed. "Come on…where is she?"

Reach joined her, and his enhanced eyesight spotted something in the clouds. He pointed to it. "There. There's something large in those clouds. It looks to be the outline of a ship." Sure enough, the _Mother of Invention _broke the clouds, and a single flash shot overhead, taking out one of the Longswords. The other turned around in an attempt to avoid meeting the same fate, but it too was destroyed by the _Mother of Invention_'s MAC gun. _"This is UNSC Mother of Invention. Echo 479er, you are clear to land."_

"_Roger that. Echo 479er now docking. All agents are accounted for, with no casualties. Over and out," _the pilot returned, navigating her ship into the docking bay.

Reach stepped out of the Pelican when it landed, and he followed the other four agents to the briefing room, where the Director and Counselor were waiting.

The Director had his hands behind his back, and the agents snapped to attention as he spoke. "Agents, the mission was a success. No casualties, all agents accounted for, and all priorities met. This has been a very good outcome for us and gives us an advantage again." He glanced at the Counselor. "Counselor, update the leaderboard please."

The black man typed a few letters into his datapad, and the leaderboard rearranged itself, showing the top six agents as Texas, Carolina, Wyoming, New York, Reach, and Maine. Reach eyed his position with a raised eyebrow. _'Well, I certainly climbed up a lot.' _Even Washington moved up a bit, right behind Maine.

Carolina narrowed her eyes slightly. "Director, why am I still at my position?" The redhead seemed very displeased, and Reach remembered from earlier that the Director said she hated to lose. _'So, this is her showing displeasure at number 2. Well then…'_

The Director's lips tightened slightly. "Agent Carolina, there are many reasons, including your resentment and bitterness which prevent you from regaining that position. And I have noticed during the mission that you nearly failed to listen to Agent Reach, only going when you saw you had no other choice. He remembered that stealth was a priority while giving them hell. Which, it seems, you forgot."

Reach noticed that Carolina's face was getting as red as her hair, which, by the way the other Freelancers were slowly backing away, must be a dangerous sign. _'If worst comes to worst, then I'll have to make sure she doesn't try anything stupid.' _

But Carolina must have calmed down, because she spun on her heel and left, slamming the door with a frustrated growl. Maine and Reach exchanged glances, both of them shrugging. York looked after her. "Do you think we should talk to her?"

The sound of something breaking sounded off, and Washington shook his head. "I don't think so." Maine hissed in agreement. Washington winced as he heard a very pissed off scream come from within, and he and York shared another glance. "I think we might want to stay as far away from her as possible. Otherwise, she's gonna kick our asses. Again."

Maine grumbled something, and York raised an eyebrow. "Um, are you sure that's a wise idea? Remember the last time we tried that?" The massive Freelancer hissed, and York put his arms up. "Alright, alright. I'll try it." He ran out after Carolina, and Reach sent out a mental prayer that the tan Freelancer would be returning in one piece. _'I'd really hate to see York get messed up too badly. He was vital in this mission, and the Director knows it.'_

Reach let out a sigh, for he still missed his old teammates. _'I never thought I'd ever say that being a lone wolf is something I don't want anymore.' _He left the briefing room and headed to the shooting range. Perhaps all he needed was a little time to think.

_**A/N: Whew, this was a long one…still, I hope it was an enjoyable read. Thanks for making this my most favorite and followed fic so far! Leave any comments or other feedback, as it is greatly appreciated. See you!**_


	5. Chapter 5

_**A/N: Ah, my break is done…pity. I could have used a longer one. But, I'm back with another chapter of Agent Reach. I still can't believe this is my most favorited and followed fanfic…**_

***Chapter 5***

_UNSC Mother of Invention_

_Date Unknown_

Reach entered the shooting range, a Sniper Rifle across his back. _'I'm nowhere near as good as Jun with this, but I still think I can set a good record.'_

F.I.L.S.S activated the targets, some moving at a rather quick pace. "The current record is held by Agent Wyoming, using only four complete clips for 25 targets."

Reach's eyebrows rose. "Really?" He pulled the bolt back on the weapon, sliding in a fresh clip. "Well then, it looks like I have a target to beat." He fired, and two targets were downed. _'Wyoming might be able to give Jun a run for his money if he's that good.' _He fired three more times, and five targets fell.

Reach slapped in a fresh clip, and he heard the door open behind him, along with Wyoming's voice. "So chap, you decided to have a little target practice too?" The British Freelancer set up his own mock targets before mowing them down.

Reach pulled the bolt back on his Sniper Rifle. "Yeah. This helps me think sometimes." He fired again, with two more targets falling. "By the way, I've heard that you hold the current record for using only 4 clips on 25 targets."

Wyoming chuckled, stroking his mustache before firing and taking out three more targets. "Well chap, you heard right." Reach aimed and squeezed the trigger, a perfect headshot showing up. "You know, you remind me of a friend I used to have."

The British Freelancer looked over with a raised eyebrow. "Really? How's that?" Reach fired again, ejecting the spent clip and loading in a new one. "You're both good marksmen, and are good for keeping heavy situations light." Reach fired four times, taking out a good portion of the targets. _'Six left…heh, the irony.' _

Wyoming chuckled and fired. "Did he tell knock-knock jokes?" Reach shook his head as he aimed in, fiddling with the sights. "No. He was a kill-stealing asshole though. I lost count of the times he killed a target I was about to assassinate." _'Let's see…Jun stole the two Grunts during our Nightfall Op; a Brute during the defense of Halsey's lab; a Banshee I was about to hijack…'_

Wyoming chuckled and fired, a headshot showing up for him. "Sounds nice. What was his name?" Reach froze briefly, his finger barely on the trigger. "Jun." He sighted in, and he held his aim until three targets lined up and he mowed them down with one shot. He fired three more times at the remaining three, and his score flashed up. He had tied Wyoming's record.

Wyoming looked over, giving him a nod of approval. "Nice job, chap. You certainly know how to use a rifle." He finished with his targets, giving a huge stretch. "Also, it's been awhile since I've had a good competition with someone. If only CT were here…"

Reach stopped. "CT? You mean Connecticut?" _'No wonder I haven't seen that one. They're not even here.' _Wyoming nodded, slinging the rifle over his shoulder. "Yeah. She's been missing for awhile, and it turns out she's betrayed us. She's with those bastard Innies now."

Reach narrowed his eyes. "Does the Director know this?" The British Freelancer nodded. "Yeah. He has a plan to retrieve her armor, as we can't let that fall into enemy hands. They could make new powered suits, even after we destroyed the data they had."

Reach stroked his chin, his helmet now off and his icy glare shards of ice. "Then that's what we do. It doesn't matter if she was a teammate; she betrayed Project Freelancer, and it's our duty to stop her at all costs." He marched out, and he stumbled across Maine, a new bandage across his throat wound. "Maine."

The massive Freelancer hissed, and Reach figured that meant he wanted to know where he was going. "I want to speak with the Director." Maine grumbled, and Sigma appeared, the fiery red AI speaking for him. "He's interested in this too, Agent Reach."

Reach nodded curtly. "That's fine with me. In fact, I was hoping to run into you." Maine followed Reach as they walked into the briefing room, where the Director and Counselor were talking quietly.

Both men looked up, a bit surprised to see the agents so soon. "Reach and Maine? Why are you here?" Reach stood at attention. "Sir, this is permission to go and retrieve Agent Connecticut's armor. I've heard that she has committed treason against the UNSC and Project Freelancer by joining up with Insurrectionist forces, and that she plans on turning her armor over to their leader. This is something that cannot happen."

The Director and the Counselor exchanged glances before encouraging him to continue. "Proceed." Reach paused to catch his breath. "May I suggest a team of agents, with two for stealth infiltration, four for engaging the main forces, and three for armor retrieval?"

The Director stroked his chin, thinking carefully. "What you say is true, Agent Reach, but I'm not too sure if we can afford to deploy that many agents at once…" The Counselor coughed, and Maine, Reach, and the Director turned to him. "If I may, Director, Agents North Dakota and South Dakota are more than good enough to use as our ship's protection, in case of a boarding party. I find myself agreeing with Agent Reach."

Maine grumbled, and he cracked his knuckles, hissing. The Director sighed. "I know, Agent Maine. That very soldier probably is right there, in that specific outpost where CT's transmitter is located, but we don't know for sure. Besides, you are still recovering from that wound, and throat injuries aren't a joke, son."

Sigma folded his arms behind his back. "Director, Agent Maine believes he is strong enough for battle again, and agrees with the Counselor and Agent Reach." The Director narrowed his eyes. "I will think about this carefully son, for you couldn't be more correct. I shall get back to you within the week."

Reach saluted. "Sir." He spun on his heel and left, Maine behind him. "What do you think of this?" Sigma paused as Maine let out a small snarl. "He says that since CT is a traitor, then we should immediately take her out before she causes a crippling loss on our side of the fleet." Maine growled, continuing to crack his knuckles. Suddenly, he turned to the combat room to train a bit more, and Reach let him go. _'Wyoming and Maine agree with me; I can't imagine anyone else would disagree with me.'_

Reach walked into the barracks, knocking lightly on York and Washington's door. "York; Washington? It's me, Reach. Are you in there?" The door opened to reveal York, the tan Freelancer a bit surprised to see him. "Reach? What's up? I didn't think you were one for Grifball, because that's what we're trying to get Carolina to do. Again." Sure enough, the redheaded Freelancer was there, sending glares at the former Spartan. _'Figures. Although now that I think of it, I do remember Maine suggesting something that York was unsure about…so this was it.'_

He glanced left and right, making sure the coast was clear. "Can I talk to you for a brief moment in private? There are a few things I want to ask." York nodded; closing his door and following Reach to his quarters, locking the door. The tan Freelancer took a seat. "So, what's this about?"

'_I'm not too sure if he had a close bond with Connecticut, but he has to know this, as it is very important,' _Reach mused. "CT is with the enemy. It has been confirmed by the Director and the Counselor that she went with them willingly, and she plans to turn her armor over to them."

He paused, and York let his head sink into his hands. "Dammit CT, why? Why would you do such a thing?" He traced the scar over his left eye, shaking his head. "I just can't believe it. I really can't. All this time, she was just feeding them intel on us, so she could stab us in the back."

Reach put an arm on his shoulder. "York, I'm not sure if you had a close bond with her, but do you mind me asking if you did?" York sat up, shaking his head. "CT was the one who always doubted we were doing the right thing. She hated the ranking system and saw it as a way of separating us from the successful to the failures of this Project. She always said she was clear which side she was on."

Reach was listening intently, his ears perked. "Anything else she said?" _'I doubt that could be all. There has to be something more.' _York took a deep breath, leaning in. "Promise me you will not mention this to Carolina at all."

Reach nodded, clasping his hand. "You have my word. If I break it, I can be your target practice." York gave a small chuckle before leaning in. "When we were recovering an object known as the Sarcophagus, CT slipped off and began talking with the resistance leader. Wash told me about it, and when he tried to report it CT claimed he didn't have enough proof. It was quite the controversy, but the Director had to agree with CT."

He sighed and let his head fall into his hands. "Only now he knows that it was true, and Wash is a bit miffed about it. Carolina doesn't really know that part, and I prefer it that way." Reach nodded. "I understand. I told the Director that we should go after her and retrieve her armor before it falls into the enemy's hands. What do you think?"

York stroked his chin. "We should go after her, but I don't think we need to go in guns blazing, determined to show who's boss. That's only going to cause a massive firefight, and CT will slip away. We'll need to hit them hard, fast, and quietly. If possible, I would like to take CT back alive and at least give her a fair trial, but I doubt that's gonna happen."

Reach pondered on that idea. _'As much as I hate seeing people who commit treason not receive punishment, York makes sense. We should at least give her the chance to come quietly without being forced to kill her.'_

"I'm not sure she will come quietly," Reach began slowly. "If she believed strongly enough to leave Project Freelancer, then there's no guarantee of that. But, I agree. We should at least offer her that chance."

York let out a sigh, straightening up a bit, hope in his good eye. "Hopefully it doesn't have to come to full on bloodfest. Thanks, Reach. And remember; don't tell what Wash told me to Carolina."

Reach nodded, and the tan Freelancer left his room to rejoin Carolina and Washington. _'This is getting a lot deeper than I thought. When we catch Connecticut, I want to know what excuse she comes up with for committing treason.' _

York poked his head into Reach's dorm again. "You want to join us in watching Grifball? Wash needs another Team Rampant fan to root with. He's the only poor bastard who is one." Reach's lips curved in amusement as they heard a groan of frustration, most likely from the black and gold Freelancer. "That's a bullshit penalty!"

Reach chuckled and got up. "Why not? Thanks for the invite, York." He followed the tan Freelancer into his dorm, where quite a few of the other Freelancers were watching the game as well. _'Let's see; there's Maine; Wyoming; Carolina, who is still pissed at me; York; Washington; and Texas. Huh, that's a surprise…'_

Tex was without her helmet for once, and Reach was a bit surprised at her appearance. _**(See A/N at bottom for more details)**_

She was blonde, with her hair tied up and she had crystal clear blue eyes. It was both a warrior's face and a beautiful woman's face at the same time. She eyed him, and one of her eyebrows rose. "Reach? Stay focused."

Reach shook his head quickly, mentally scolding himself. _'Really now? Just because you saw that Tex is a looker, you have to decide that you are liking her? Get a damn grip. You're a former Spartan III, for fuck's sake.'_

He took a seat (not that it was easy to do so in such a crowded dorm) and began watching the game of Grifball. _'All this does is remind me of how Emile used to be…that cocky son of a bitch. I really miss that bastard. He really would enjoy this sport.' _He winced as he saw the ball carrier go flying into a wall. _'And for the most obvious reasons. He would love someone forever if they told him Grifball was his anger management.'_

Reach sat there, with most of Project Freelancer, watching the Grifball game and trying to ignore the burning feeling of Tex's eyes in his back.

_**A/N: *Sigh* I know, this might seem a little half-assed…but I was having some trouble with this one, and I wasn't too pleased. Now, one of the changes I mentioned earlier in the fic regarding the RvB story is that Tex is going to actually be a human, not an AI like she is in canon. Also, her appearance is based off of what I saw from Season 10 when the Director is watching footage of Allison. This A/N is getting long, so I'll leave it at that. **_

_**Ja'ne**_


	6. Chapter 6

_**A/N: Whoo-hoo! Chapter 6 of Agent Reach! Again, I still cannot believe this is my most favorited and followed fanfic! Thanks for the support guys! This is where Reach gets his new armor ability (no, it's not Armor Lock or Bubble Shield), and then they go after CT. **_

***Chapter 6***

_UNSC Mother of Invention_

_The next day_

Reach left the training room, flexing his shoulders. _'That was a good warm up.' _For him, there was nothing like getting in a good sweat early.

His helmet COM beeped twice, and Reach stopped as the Director's face appeared on his HUD. "Director." The man leaned back in his chair, his arms folded neatly behind his head. "Agent Reach. Report to the armory, son. We have a certain addition to give you. For your armor."

'_What does he mean by that?' _Reach wondered, slightly confused. He gave a curt nod. "Yes sir. I'll be there shortly." The COM went blank, and Reach walked to the armory, still wondering about the Director's words. _'What does he mean by armor addition? Is something missing from this? Apart from shielding, obviously.'_

The door hissed open, and Reach stepped inside the armory. Three technicians were waiting for him, along with the Counselor. Reach stood straighter at attention. "Counselor." The black man gave the former Spartan a slow nod. "Agent. Please, come here. It is time that you received a gift from Project Freelancer. A new armor ability."

Reach nearly stopped in his surprise, but he forced his legs to move forward. _'Armor abilities? Huh?' _The technicians set to work removing his armor, and they were doing all of their work on the chest piece. Reach eyed the Counselor with slight unease. "Permission to speak freely?" _'I'm not too sure I like this…'_

The Counselor nodded, and Reach glanced at the technicians, who were still working on the former Spartan's armor. "What do you mean by armor ability?" _'I'd at least like to know where this is going.'_

The Counselor gave him a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, Reach. This is merely something to enhance your abilities, and will prove to be useful in the field. Once it is fully tested, of course."

Reach let out a small sigh of relief. _'Thank you.' _"I see…" It was better than he expected. The three technicians stood up after about five minutes, the main one wiping his forehead. "New upgrade successfully installed, Agent Reach. Would you like to test it out in the training room?"

Reach nodded curtly. "Of course." _'I need to make sure this new ability at least works.' _

The technician smiled and waved him along. "Well, feel free to test it out, agent. Let's see if you like it." Reach walked onto the training floor, and a new stat on his HUD appeared. _'Cloaking? Is this what I think it is?'_

He activated his new ability, and sure enough, it was. Reach's lips curved upwards into a small smile. _'Active camouflage. This is just perfect.' _He ran at a pair of trainers, and he noticed that the cloaking barely even flickered. _'Good. This will be handy in the infiltration of that damn base and in getting Connecticut's armor.'_

He turned to the technicians, who were waiting for his feedback. "It's very good. I like it." The Counselor smiled, happy to hear the former Spartan approved. "Glad to hear it."

Reach then got a call on his HUD, and the Director's face appeared. "Agent Reach. Report to the debriefing room immediately." Reach snapped to attention. "Yes sir. I'll be there shortly." _Perfect. This is what I've been waiting to hear since yesterday.'_

Reach gave the Counselor a quick salute. "I'll be going, then." The Counselor nodded quietly, and Reach quickly made his way to the briefing room, where all of the Freelancers were.

The Director stood in the center of the room, his arms folded behind his back. "Agents. We have confirmation that Agent Connecticut has indeed deserted us, and is planning on turning over her armor to the Insurrection." He paused, and Reach could tell that some of the Freelancers were a bit shocked to hear this news, including North Dakota and South Dakota.

"This cannot happen and must be prevented, at all costs. Agent Reach has suggested a massive team of agents for this mission, and here are the teams that I have decided on. Main combat team will consist of Washington, New York, and Maine. Our stealth team will be Wyoming and Florida, and the armor retrieval will be Carolina, Texas, and Reach," the Director announced.

South immediately began to complain. "And what about us!? How come we don't have anything!?" The Director narrowed his eyes in annoyance. "For that exact reason, South Dakota. Stop complaining, for you and North Dakota will be the ship's guard." The blonde Freelancer grudgingly shut her mouth and looked away in frustration.

The Director shook his head. "Number one priority is CT's armor, but if you see the leader of the Resistance, take him out. He is a threat to the future of this Project. Understand?"

The Freelancers snapped to attention. "YES SIR!" The Director smiled. "Good. Now, get ready ASAP. Echo 479er will be your ticket ride, so don't keep her waiting."

Reach followed the Freelancers to the armory, where he grabbed his Battle Rifle and Magnum, sliding fresh clips into both weapons. Tex holstered a sidearm as well, while Carolina wielded what seemed to be two Plasma Rifles. _'More Covenant weaponry…'_

They walked into the hangar bay, where479er was waiting for them. She turned back at all of the Freelancers. "You know the drill. Don't leave my bird bloodied up."

"Are you going to give us our peanuts?" York called out, hints of exasperation creeping up into his voice. Washington scoffed and he slumped in his seat. "She won't ever give us them. She's too lazy."

"Got that right," York muttered, hoping the pilot wouldn't hear his comment. Maine let out a sharp hiss, and the two fell silent before the massive Freelancer got riled up. Reach let out a soft chuckle at the way they seemed to respect the silent Freelancer. _'Heh. Maine certainly has them on a leash, even though he can't exactly yell at them.'_

The flight to the landing area was short, and Echo 479er dropped them off without saying a word. Washington jerked his head over to the facility. "There's our target."

The base was massive, easily three times the size of the facility they recently destroyed. Several Warthogs were parked outside, and Reach could see the high number of infantry. _'This won't be easy at all.'_

-0-

Washington and York led Maine to a secluded area, where they would be unseen until they were given the signal to start some chaos. Maine grumbled as he stroked his Brute Shot carefully, feeling the sharp blade.

Sigma whispered in his head, and he could feel his fiery temper rise. _"That soldier could possibly be here, Agent Maine." _Maine let out a growl, furious. That bastard ruined his vocal chords and could have killed him. It made him seem weak, and Maine was not weak.

They heard a sound of shots go off, and the three Freelancers flew into action, firing at the rebels. Most were caught unawares, save for one with a robotic arm. He jumped into a Warthog and tried to drive it at Washington and York.

Maine jumped in front of it, grabbed the bumper, lifted it up, and he tore the Warthog to pieces, one of them striking the man Maine wanted to see dead more than anyone.

The sleeveless Insurrectionist.

Sigma appeared on his shoulder and he had his eyebrows raised. "Agent Maine, isn't that the soldier from the freeway? The one who shot you in the throat?" Maine growled angrily, balling his hands into fists. _'Yes.'_

Sigma smirked and folded his arms behind his back. "I thought so. Sick 'em." Maine walked up to the man as he struggled to get up, dazed from the hit. He stood over him, cracking his knuckles and growling in fury.

The man tried to deliver a powerful punch, but Maine caught his fist, bending his wrist back to put the man on his knees. _'Not so fucking tough now, are you?' _He cocked his fist back and punched him in the head, sending his helmet flying.

Maine looked at the unmoving body with hatred. _'Welcome to Maine.'_

-0-

Carolina leveled her Plasma Rifles at one of the rebels who had fallen, Girlie. "Well, hello. Nice to see you again." Carolina caught a flicker of movement out of the corner of her eye, and she rolled to dodge a punch from the rebel with a robotic arm.

Carolina sucked her teeth as she saw one of her weapons was ruined. She tossed it away, taking aim again when a knife stuck into it, also rendering it useless. Girlie drew a pair of knives from her back and began to twirl them in her fingers. "Pleasure's all mine, bitch."

'_Well, now this is a little annoying.' _Carolina thought irritably as she dodged a swing from Girlie, with the other man following her strike up. She pushed the two back before drawing her stun baton, fully extending it.

The man with the robot arm was then picked up by a familiar white Freelancer. _'Maine. Thanks for helping out.' _Maine slammed the man on the ground, and he then threw himself at him, the rebel barely ducking in time.

Maine flew through the air and collided with Carolina, both of them falling. _'That was not pleasant.' _Carolina dusted herself off before beginning to fight with Girlie again, kneeing her in the stomach.

Maine picked up his Brute Shot and fired a round at the man, and he used his robotic arm to throw the small explosive back at its source. The round went off, and Maine was covered in smoke. The Brute Shot soared in the air, and the blade sliced off the man's arm. He fell onto the ground. "Ah! My robot arm!"

Maine picked up his Brute Shot and charged at the man, who was still cursing the silent Freelancer. "You son of a bitch!"

Maine fired several shots, and the man fell off of the base and into the water below, not resurfacing.

Carolina flipped over Girlie, then spun around and kicked her in the head. Her helmet soared off and she barely hung on to the edge of the base.

Maine smirked as he held the fallen robotic arm over Girlie's head. She grabbed it, looked up, and swore. "Fuck." Maine let go, and Girlie also fell into the water.

Carolina gave him a curt nod. "Hold this area, Maine. Wyoming and Florida are going in now." She ran after York and Washington, with Reach and Texas still waiting for their 'go' signal.

-0-

Wyoming and Florida crept into the inside of the base, and sure enough, walking casually with the Resistance Leader, was CT. They were flanked by two rebels equipped with heavy armor and chainguns, and they stopped when the leader put his hand up. _'He knows we're here.'_

CT drew her Magnums, trying to find Florida, who was on top of the ceiling rafters. The leader reached behind him, and he drew a tomahawk, the sharp blade gleaming in the dim light. He coked his arm back, and he threw it. "Catch."

The weapon soared in the air, and it struck Florida in the shoulder, sending the blue Freelancer tumbling to the ground. The leader of the Resistance seemed pleased. "Surprise." He turned to the two rebels with the chainguns. "We have company! Mow them down!"

The two rebels aimed their chainguns at the ceiling rafters where Florida was hiding and fired, sending a wave of bullets in that direction.

Wyoming stepped out of his cover, Sniper Rifle in hand, and fired two shots, both of them bouncing off of the heavy armor. _'Damn. These rounds won't penetrate that armor, and Florida is down. This isn't looking too good for us.'_

He stepped behind another concrete wall, taking cover. He knew if he stepped out now, he would be destroyed by that firepower.

Wyoming heard the doors open, and two more Freelancers joined him. _Washington and York. Talk about good timing.' _"Nice to see you join the fun, chaps."

"Hey Wyoming," York returned, also taking cover. Carolina joined them, looking at Wyoming, who was the furthest back. "Wyoming, move up!"

The British man shook his head. "I would like to not be killed, if all possible." Washington looked over his shoulder, only to duck as a hail of bullets soared towards him. "We need to find a way past these two. CT is with the leader of the Resistance, and she has her armor."

"I'm about to find one, involving me throwing a certain Brit at them, if Wyoming doesn't move the hell up!" Carolina growled angrily, sending a glare at the white Freelancer's direction. Wyoming smirked at her comment. "Yes, yes, I can see everything just fine from here, thank you."

Washington scoffed and turned to York. "Maybe he should try one of his knock-knock jokes." Wyoming perked up. "Really? Knock-knock."

York rolled his eyes and put his hand up. "No one's there, now shut up." Wyoming smirked under his helmet. "Shut up who? Shall I go on?" _'Let's see how long it'll take for them to get annoyed.'_

York let out a groan of frustration. "We were kidding! Now shut up!" Before Wyoming could open his mouth to say more, two figures in active camouflage ran past them, dancing between the two rebels.

Carolina let out a scream of frustration. "No! Cover me!" She leapt out, running past the bullets while Washington was still stunned. "That's the plan!? Cover me?" He and York fired three rounds bursts to distract the rebels, and they quickly drew back into their cover.

Washington shook his head, panting. "Wow, she really hates to lose." York nodded grimly, looking at Florida's unmoving body. "Yeah, and it's not just them she's fighting against."

-0-

Reach and Texas were outside the door, and Reach groaned inwardly as he heard something activate on the other side. _'Turrets. Two of them. We'll need to take the power out before we can get past them.'_

Carolina joined them, and she pressed up on the other side. "Remember the objective. We're just here for her armor." Texas let out an annoyed hiss. "I know what the fucking objective is, Carolina."

The redheaded Freelancer put her ear against the door. "Two turrets. There must be a way past them." Texas let out a scoff. "If there was a way, we would have done so already."

Reach opened a channel on the COM. _"York, we are outside the room. we need the power to be taken out again." _He could hear gunshots on the other side, and Reach knew they were still stuck with those two chaingunners.

The COM crackled static for a few seconds before Reach could hear York's voice. _"We're a little busy at the moment, but we'll step on it. Power should be out in sixty, over." _

Reach cut the channel giving Texas a nod. "They're working on it. It'll be dark in sixty." The black Freelancer didn't reply as the seconds ticked by, and they didn't make a sound.

When the lights did go out, Reach could hear the turrets deactivate, along with an annoyed male voice. "Dammit." Reach slid a clip into his Magnum and stepped inside, followed by Texas and Carolina.

He saw a woman in brown armor, trying desperately to get the leader of the rebellion to follow her. "Please, we don't have much time!" Connecticut.

The door hissed closed, and Carolina leveled her Magnums at the two. "Actually, you don't have any time." CT tensed up as she saw both Texas and Carolina. "Carolina, Texas!"

Carolina glanced in Reach's direction. "And…" CT looked at Reach in surprise. "Who are you!?" Reach leveled his Magnum at the leader's head. "Agent Reach." _'Traitor.'_

The Com crackled, and York's voice filled everyone's ears. _"Reach, Carolina, Texas; the power's out." _Reach opened his mouth to thank the tan Freelancer when Carolina shot back an annoyed reply. _"We noticed."_

"_What, and I get no thanks!?" _York asked indignantly. Reach's lip twitched as he heard the tan Freelancer's AI speak next. _"Actually, I did most of the work, Agent New York." _

York let out a frustrated groan. _"Give it a rest, D." _The Com then shut off, and Texas stepped forward. "CT, you have something that belongs to Project Freelancer. And you know how the Director hates to share."

CT shook her head, trying to plead her case. "Don't you see? The Director's playing you all!" Carolina scoffed and raised her Magnum a bit higher. "CT, stop it. We know you've been feeding information to the rebellion for months now."

The leader laughed bitterly. "Is that who they told you we are?" CT stepped forward again. "They're not the enemy. He's playing you all. You don't know what the Director's done! He's broken major laws, and in the end, we're all going to have to pay for his crimes." She looked at Texas next. "Maybe some of us already are."

Texas tightened the grip on her pistol. "You better stop talking now." Reach could feel the fury dripping from her. _'What does CT mean by the Director's committed major crimes? Something's not right, but she's still a traitor.'_

CT shook her head furiously. "No! I know what you are, Tex. And I don't take orders from shadows." Texas began to glare furiously, shaking in anger. "What did you just call me?"

Carolina glanced at the pissed off Freelancer in worry. "You're coming with us, CT. this is your last chance." They didn't notice that the leader of the rebellion was slowly backing up, where a gleaming sharp tomahawk lay.

CT remained firm, unflinching. "No, I'm not going." Texas looked at Reach briefly before turning back to CT. "Actually, we don't need you. We just need your armor."

She raised her pistol and fired, the bullet striking CT in the helmet. The leader of the rebellion cried out, "No!"

Reach noticed that CT's body then flickered. _'A hologram!?' _CT twisted Texas's arm behind her and stabbed her in the back. Reach could hear her gasp slightly before she was thrown forward, right into the rebel's tomahawk. Texas fell in a heap and didn't get back up.

Reach was stunned, before he drew his knives and began swinging them in furious arcs, trying to get at CT. _'You fucking bitch.' _"Keep him busy! CT's mine!"

He struck CT twice before she used her Hologram ability to avoid him again, and this time, the leader of the rebellion was in her place. Carolina's pistol clattered to the deck, and she began fighting with a stun baton.

Filled with fury, Reach dragged the man in closer to him before slamming his fist into his head, throwing him away. He grabbed a pair of tomahawks, spinning them and catching CT in the shoulder.

The brown former Freelancer flickered, and Reach threw the last of his weapons. The blade sank into CT's stomach, and she fell against the wall.

Carolina tried to stop him before he drew his knife. "What the hell are you doing!?" Reach jerked his shoulder away. "Completing the objective."

Carolina grabbed him to look at her. "By killing a teammate!?" Reach snorted coldly. "She's not a teammate; she's a fucking traitor." He heard a door hiss closed, and Reach saw the two hobble away in an escape pod.

Reach slammed his fist into the metal wall, denting it. "Dammit!" He turned to Carolina, shaking in fury. He pointed at her chest. "That's on you! Maybe you can explain how we lost a full suit of armor, and let the leader of the Resistance get away!"

Reach picked up Texas's still body, hearing her breathe frantically. _'She's barely alive. We need evac. Otherwise, she's dead.' _

He put a hand on the side of his helmet. _"Command, we have wounded and need evac, now!" _Echo 479er's voice crackled out a second later. _"Read you loud and clear, Reach. Evac in thirty seconds, over."_

As Reach walked out of the base, with Texas in his arms, he heard Carolina hiss something at him. "I don't know what's gotten in to you, Reach, but you better learn the difference between your enemy and your friend."

Reach scoffed and walked away, still furious that the light blue Freelancer stopped him from completing their objective. _'All of this was for fucking nothing.' _He saw an escape pod soar away from the base, and Reach clutched Texas's body tighter. _'I'll find you, CT. And when I do, you're as good as dead.'_

Echo 479er's Pelican arrived, and all of the Freelancers were silent with shock when they saw Texas barely alive. Maine rested his hand on Reach's shoulder, grumbling something in comfort.

Reach patted him on the back. "I'm sorry, Maine. I let her get wounded." The massive Freelancer stayed quiet during the flight back to the _Mother of Invention_, and the Director's eyes widened when he saw the scene. "Impossible…"

Reach handed Texas over to him, blood dripping from her wounds. "Mission failed. CT and the Resistance Leader have escaped." _'All because of Carolina stopping me. I could have ended it once and for all.'_

He watched as the Director carried her away, and he tried to push the thoughts of her possibly dying out of his head. _'No. Spartans never say die. We never can die.'_

'_We just go missing in action.'_

_**A/N: *Looks around nervously* um…please don't hate me for making Tex mortal unlike every other fanfic. I do have a good plan on how I'm gonna explain the reason why Tex is a human (sort of). also, for the fight with CT, listen to 'Pray', as it is the bloody song from that fight…that's what I did XD. Feedback is always appreciated.**_

_**Ja'ne!**_


	7. Chapter 7

_**A/N: I've actually been reading the reviews, and this might come across as a bit of a shock: I really do agree with some of them.**_

_**Yes, I feel that Reach, as a Spartan, should be a quieter type, as well as keeping his emotions in check. Also, he does seem to 'fit in' a bit too quickly, and it's not logical.**_

_**But one said he should have qualms about killing CT. In my opinion, not really. Reach never met her prior to that fight, so he has no real connection to her.**_

_**As for the whole 'Tex is alive' thing, I have a pretty good idea how I'm going to play this out, as well as explain why CT called her a shadow. Don't worry, it won't be a Carolina-bashing fic either.**_

_**Also, I might need to re-watch the earlier seasons of RvB, as this takes place during Season 10 and I'll need to get to the Blood Gulch crew eventually. And I'll be adding my OC Freelancer in this chapter, too.**_

_**But, enough of that. Here's number 7.**_

***Chapter 7***

Reach sat on his bunk, feeling frustrated. Not only did CT and the leader of the Resistance escape, but Texas suffered a serious wound in the ensuing battle.

He thought about his earlier outburst, and the way he turned on Carolina afterwards. _'Un-fucking-believable. You're supposed to be a Spartan, and be able to keep your emotions in check.'_

Reach let out a small sigh and stood up. _'I'm not going to get anything done by dwelling on this. I'll just have to keep myself prepared when the time comes, and move on.'_

He walked to the shower, turned it on, and stepped inside. The water began to drip around Reach's body, and he rested his arm against the shower wall. _'I think I'm accepting all of this too soon. At this rate, if I believe everything I'm told, then I'm gonna get screwed over, and bad.'_

Satisfied that he was refreshed enough, he stepped out, putting on a fresh set of fatigues laid out for him on the bunk. _'Something still is weighing on my mind. Back then, CT said the Director had broken major laws, and we'll all end up paying for his crimes when the war's over. Plus, why did she say that Texas was a shadow? Something's not right about this…I'm going to have be on my guard.'_

Reach walked out of the dorm, heading for the cafeteria as he heard his stomach growl in hunger. _'I suppose I should get some food. It's been awhile since I've last eaten.'_

He walked down the hallway, stopping when he heard two people talking. York and Carolina.

"Carolina, give it a rest! You've been acting like this ever since Reach first showed up!" York exclaimed, seemingly agitated. Reach leaned against the wall, silently listening. _'I think I know why, too.'_

He heard Carolina sigh in defeat. "You want to know why? Fine then. I'll say it. All my life, I've trained to be the best. That's all I do. That's all I ever do. It's not just Reach, either. Both him and Tex show up from nowhere, and they're seemingly better than me. Do you have any idea how frustrating that is, to work for something so much, only for others to take it right under your nose?"

Reach closed his eyes, still not saying a word and alerting the two Freelancers to his presence. _'I figured that was the case. I can understand that feeling, even though I never personally experienced it.'_

Having heard enough to understand where Carolina's was coming from, Reach stepped forward, finally revealing himself to the two. York nearly jumped back in surprise. "Reach!? What are you doing here!?"

"I heard," the former Spartan replied bluntly. York began breathing hard, and Carolina's face started to turn crimson when Reach put up a hand. "Don't act like that. I don't blame you."

York and Carolina calmed down, and the redheaded Freelancer looked away. "York, go on ahead. There's something I want to talk to Reach about, personally." The tan Freelancer looked uneasily towards Reach, who gave a small shake of the head. _'Don't worry; I have this under control.'_

York blinked slowly, getting the silent message, and walked away, calling over his shoulder. "I'll wait in the cafeteria with Wash and North."

When York's footsteps disappeared from their hearing, Carolina drew her hand over her face. "How much of that did you hear?"

Reach didn't bat an eyelid as he replied. "Enough." Carolina opened her mouth, probably to defend herself, when Reach shook his hand. "Don't. I can understand why."

Carolina's green eyes widened slightly in surprise. "You do?" Reach nodded, feeling no reason to dive deeper into it. _'They can't possibly know what I had to go through on that hellhole of a planet, the one I'm named after. These people never had to deal with the threat of annihilation, and probably never will, for it seems that alien species and humans get along fine.'_

Carolina calmed down, running a hand through her hair and closing her eyes. "I'm…sorry." Reach shook his head, not needing an apology. "Don't be." _'You don't need to be.'_

Reach walked away, having nothing more to say, when Carolina called him one last time. "Reach, I wanted to ask you something. Back then, if CT had come quietly, would you have still killed her?"

The former Spartan turned around, locking his gaze with hers. "No." _'If she had, then half of this shit wouldn't have happened.'_

Feeling no reason to add more, he walked away, continuing his walk to the cafeteria. Upon entry, he saw that many of the Freelancers were still a bit shocked by the fact that Texas was the one injured. And it wasn't just her, either. Florida sustained a serious shoulder injury as well, having been hit with a tomahawk, too.

The older Freelancer seemed to be not concerned with his injury at all, though. "I just hope that Tex can recover from this. She got hit pretty badly." He winced as he tried to pick up his fork, gritting his teeth.

Maine let out a grumble, cracking his knuckles and jerking his head over towards a new Freelancer, one that Reach hadn't seen before.

The man was huge, easily almost as tall as both Reach and Maine. He had a jagged scar across his face, and his dark green eyes glittered with menace. His lips seemed to be curved into a sneer as he raked the other Freelancers, and he wore blue and green armor.

'_What the fuck is with this guy?' _Reach wondered, already wary of the newcomer. Something about the way he carried himself told the former Spartan that he was not a person to fuck around with, and that he didn't suffer fools lightly. _'If you ask me, he seems to be a little hotshot.'_

The man towered over Florida, sneering. "What, are you scared that big, bad Tex is going to die? Get a fucking grip and stop being a coward." The cafeteria was hushed, for even though Reach had only been here for a little time, Florida seemed to be a well-respected, veteran soldier.

Florida stood up, meeting the man's gaze. "Missouri." The man, now known as Missouri, scoffed and walked away. "Pathetic."

Reach's eyes firmed up. _'Something's not right about this guy. He seems to think he's the top dog. Funnily enough, I didn't even see him until today, and his name wasn't on the roster. Could this guy be a spare who didn't make the cut?'_

Reach turned away, for it wasn't his business or his concern. _'I have enough to worry about without wondering where the hell this guy showed up from. I should be worried about keeping myself alive and intact, though my outburst showed that something's wrong.'_

He heard Missouri's loud footsteps, and he ignored them as best as he could. _'Just pretend he isn't even there. Think about maybe looking into what CT said back then, and some possible mental problems I might be having.'_

Reach eventually heard Missouri stop behind him, along with his booming and yet slightly obnoxious voice. "So, I hear you're the one who let Tex get nearly killed. Bad mistake, rookie."

Reach still ignored him, placing a spoonful of mashed potatoes on his plate _**(A/N: Don't know why, but I'm really hungry for some now…)**_ and moving to get a carton of protein enhancements. _'He isn't there. Stop worrying so fucking much.' _

"Hey, I'm talking to you, bastard!" Missouri yelled, fed up when Reach didn't respond. _'Dear, oh dear. Someone sounds a little bitchy.' _The former Spartan heard Maine grumble something, and out of the corner of his eye, he could see everyone back up, as if something bad was about to happen. _'It seems to me that Mister Missouri here has quite the bad reputation for being a sourpuss. I wonder what we'll do next.'_

Just before Missouri grabbed his shoulder, Reach placed his food down and sidestepped, avoiding him. _'Nice try.' _He met Missouri's fury filled glare evenly, not flinching. "What?"

Missouri balled his hand into a fist, his breaths coming out quickly in fury. "I said, you are the one who let Tex nearly die. Now, you have _me _to answer to." Reach raised an eyebrow, not at all concerned. _'Is this guy an enforcer or something? He seems to be a bit of an asshole, if you ask me.'_

'_All the same, I best be careful. This guy seems to be unpredictable, and if I'm careless, it won't be pretty.'_

Missouri leaned forward until he was right in Reach's face, and the former Spartan still didn't budge. "Thirty minutes from now. Training room floor, hand-to-hand. Be ready, meat." He walked away, with many crew members casting frightened stares in his wake.

Reach felt a large amount of annoyance build up. _'Seriously, what the fuck is his problem? I have enough shit to deal with, without this asshole's challenge. Honestly, I might as well not bother.'_

'_Even though I hate competition, a Spartan always honor's a fighter's challenge. If I refuse, I break that code.' _Reach let out a small sigh, thinking. _'I'm stuck between a rock and a hard place.'_

As he pondered on about accepting Missouri's challenge, North Dakota and South Dakota walked up to him, both beyond uneasy. "Reach, don't even think about it. There's a reason why Missouri's not on the roster; he killed several training instructors during a test!"

Reach eyed South's slightly frantic expression. "Really?" _'For all I know, this could be South's way of getting me back for beating her in a match. I remember how bitter she was afterwards, and I wouldn't put it past her to think of something like this to mark against me.' _"Prove it."

South's eyes widened in anger. "Are you accusing me of-" North put his hand over her mouth, preventing her from saying more. He held up his datapad, showing footage of Missouri killing not just one instructor, but five of them. "There's your proof, Reach. This guy is beyond dangerous. I really wouldn't recommend fighting him, especially in hand-to-hand combat. His guy is a nutjob, and that's putting it lightly."

'_And I can see why,' _Reach thought dryly as he watched the footage of Missouri's rampage. he blinked, walking away from the two to sit down and eat in peace. "I see…"

North called him back one last time. "Also, I don't blame you for mistrusting South. She was really upset about losing that match to you, you know."

Reach nodded and began to eat quietly, leaving the two purple and lavender Freelancers to themselves. _'So, it seems that my earlier suspicions about Missouri not being someone to take lightly were correct. The bigger problem is, what do I do about his challenge? Do I accept it, or do I say fuck it and ignore him?'_

The next person to walk up to him was Maine, and he was slightly surprised to see the anger burning in his eyes. "Maine?"

Sigma appeared on the silent Freelancer's shoulder, translating the deep growls and hisses. "Personally, he would like to see you take Missouri on and teach him a lesson, but he also would hate to see you get injured in the process. This man is very dangerous, and he doesn't know when to stop, either."

Maine grumbled and cracked his knuckles, his hatred for Missouri showing. Sigma was quick to translate again for him. "Missouri is the one who jeered Maine while he was recovering from his throat wound, calling him weak and pathetic."

Reach could feel the anger surging from the white Freelancer, and for good reason. _'I saw what Maine did to that sleeveless Insurrectionist. Maine is definitely not weak, but wounded as he was, there wasn't much he could do about it.'_

Then he thought about what Missouri said to Florida a few minutes ago, calling him a coward. _'I doubt Florida would have even made it to where he is if he was a coward. He's a respected veteran; Missouri has no right to talk to him like that.'_

Just then, Florida came up to him next, shaking his head. "Reach, if I were you, I'd let it go. Yes, I know that Missouri is possibly the biggest douche-bag on this ship, but don't do anything reckless. Let me handle him, show him that the old-timer here has a few tricks up his sleeve."

Maine let out a sharp hiss, shaking his head. His fiery red AI seemed to agree with him. "I agree with Maine. Florida, in your current physical state, you are in no condition to fight." Florida sighed, looking down. "I guess you're right. Maybe we should just let this one go."

Reach silently stood up, having heard enough. _'I know I should be above this kind of crap, but Florida can't deal with him in his current state, and all I've heard is just how dangerous this guy is. But, I'm confident I can beat him and prevent him from ruining my reputation as a soldier.'_

Florida raised an eyebrow as he stood up. "Where are you going?" Maine let out a sharp hiss, shaking his head. Florida opened his mouth as if to stop Reach, but Maine put his arm out, growling. Sigma nodded, agreeing with the silent Freelancer. "Let Reach decide for himself. I'm quite curious as to what he'll do, myself."

Reach walked down the hallway, not stopping until he reached the training room door. _'Let me make sure Missouri was actually serious, and not bluffing.' _Sure enough, the massive green and blue Freelancer was there, cracking his knuckles.

Reach let out a small sigh upon seeing him. _'He wasn't kidding. Now that I'm here, I can't walk away. I have no other choice, as much as I don't like it.' _He entered, and Missouri glared at him, seething still. "Better be ready to meet your creator, meat."

Reach stood on his side, not giving anything away as he put his helmet on. _'I've seen the way he fought in that footage North Dakota showed me. He used brute strength and power, but lacked any sort of strategy or planning. Rather predictable, if you ask me.'_

'_He hasn't seen me fight, so I'll have an advantage of surprise,' _Reach added before he got in a stance, waiting for F.I.L.L.S to signal the beginning of the fight.

"Hand-to-hand combat. Agent Reach versus Agent Missouri. The first one unable to battle any longer loses. Begin."

Missouri snarled and flung himself at Reach, the former Spartan aware of the predictable attack. _'Not happening, buddy. I know your tactics.' _He cocked his fist back, and the force of the blow surprised Missouri, sending him stumbling. He stood back up, more careful now. "That was a lucky strike. It won't happen again, meat."

Reach remained emotionless under his helmet, flipping easily over a flurry of strikes, spinning around and lashing out with a sharp kick. Missouri stumbled again, and Reach made use of his brief moment of instability, landing two more punches. _'As long as I don't let him land a punishing blow, I'll be okay.'_

Missouri then faked a kick, punching Reach in the chest. The armor dulled the pain, but with his chest still recovering, Reach could still feel the sting. _'Dammit. He got me there. It won't happen again.'_

Reach jumped backwards, bringing up his hands to smash Missouri's head into his knee. He heard the green/blue Freelancer grunt in pain, and Reach didn't let up, driving an elbow into his stomach.

Missouri doubled over in pain, and Reach grabbed his shoulder before punching, his fist hitting with enough force to leave a crack in his blue visor. He then threw the green/blue Freelancer on the ground behind him, walking away. "I win."

Missouri stumbled to his feet, removing his helmet to reveal a large amount of blood on his face, and one of his eyes was starting to swell up. "You got lucky."

Reach ignored him, and he walked away, confident his clear victory would prevent Missouri form intimidating the others and make him show some respect for the veteran soldiers. _'That ought to do it.'_

Reach walked into the medical bay to check up on himself, and he glanced over at Texas, her eyes squeezed shut and her breaths coming out frantically fast. _'At this rate, no matter how tough she is, she won't make it.'_

He shook his head, furious with himself for thinking like that. _'No, I can't resign myself to believe that. I don't give a damn if the others think she'll die, but Spartans don't ever say that.' _He wiped the blood off of his chest, looking at the old wound. _'Shit, will this ever heal up? Or did I push myself too hard again?'_

After he taped up the wound, Reach crouched down next to the cot Texas was lying down on. _'I know we haven't even really talked much, but I'll stay here until you wake up.'_

'_After all, I refuse to let a teammate die, and you remind me of myself at times, before I was a hyper-lethal Spartan.'_

_**A/N: Well, I hope some things are cleared up. I'm adding the reasons as to why CT called Tex a shadow within the next two chapters, I promise. See you!**_

_**Ja'ne!**_


	8. Chapter 8

_**A/N: Hey guys! Chapter 8 of Agent Reach! It can't seem to come quicker, I know. And there are a few things I want to clarify.**_

_**Yes, Reach will end up meeting the Reds and Blues. You can imagine how frustrated he will be when that time comes.**_

_**Two, we will see a bit more of Missouri, and a bit more of the Director's manipulative side. **_

_**But, no spoilers for Tex's origin in this story, though one has pretty much nailed it…don't cheat by looking at the reviews either :P. **_

_**Anyway, thanks for making this my first fic to reach the 80 review plateau! Y'all are amazing!**_

***Chapter 8***

The Director sat in his chair, his arms folded across his chest as he rewatched the replay of the recent training room fight. _'Even a brawler like Missouri was unable to handle Reach, who is still recovering from that chest wound. Impressive…'_

He heard a knock on the door, and a deep, fury-filled voice growled from the other side. "Director? It's me." Missouri.

The Director opened the door, allowing the blue/green Freelancer in. "So, the test was unsuccessful then." Missouri's swollen eyes blazed, his breaths coming out hard. "He got lucky. Nothing else!"

The Director smirked, knowing how much Missouri hated to lose. _'He's just as stubborn as my daughter…though she hasn't battled Reach yet. She does have firsthand experience of his fighting capabilities though.'_

Missouri slumped his shoulders, embarrassed at his defeat. "Sir, what do we do now? If Reach starts to get wary enough, he'll start to suspect us."

The Director paused, thinking. "You do have a good point. If Reach has a reason to suspect us of something, there is a chance he'll look into it. However, seeing as he is a proper soldier, he won't ask questions. So, for the mean time, don't fret about Reach. Worry about improving yourself to be able to match and overpower him in the future."

Missouri nodded, saluting. "Of course, sir." He turned on his heel and left, leaving the Director alone. He turned the replay of the fight on again, stroking his chin. _'Time to work out an idea for Missouri to beat him.'_

-0-

Reach sat down, looking at the heart monitor as Texas's breathing gradually increased. _'She'll make it. Good, as I want to look into CT's words with her more closely. No doubt Texas will be curious to know.'_

He glanced up at the clock, wiping his eyes as he saw it was nearly three thirty in the morning. _'I've been here for that long? Damn. I didn't even realize it…time flies when you're alone with your thoughts.'_

The lone medic, who was seemingly exhausted himself, glanced over at Reach. "Are you planning on staying here all night?" Reach nodded slowly, not budging. _'Until she opens her eyes again. I'll wait for as long as it takes.'_

The medic sighed and went back into his office, probably fiddling with a large amount of paperwork. Reach pulled his knife from its sheath and began to twirl it, his fingers nimble despite of the armor encasing his body. The blade completed a series of complicated arcs in the air, spinning.

He balanced the very tip of the knife on his armored finger. It hung there for several seconds, perfectly still. _'I'm nowhere as good as Emile with these things, but I still think I can play around with these and not get hurt.'_

A subtle shift in the _Mother of Invention_'s gravity caused the knife to tip. _'Dammit. That must mean the ship has either changed course, or has gone into Slip-space.' _Reach plucked it from the air and sheathed it in a single deft move.

He rested his elbows on the side of the cot, running a hand through his short hair. _'I could use a trim, too. At least I don't have to shave constantly like Jorge.' _He let out a soft chuckle as he pictured the lone Spartan II of Noble Team, desperately trying to convince Carter to let him keep his mustache. _'Big old Hungarian bastard…I think you would like it here, mate. Then Wyoming could give you a run for your money when it comes to who has the better facial hair.'_

Reach remembered several times when Kat repeatedly tried to shave Jorge's facial hair off while he was asleep. _'Carolina reminds me of her a bit. Cool, composed, determined; it's like everyone I knew on Reach still live on in other people.'_

As if he had mentally summoned the light blue Freelancer, she entered, wiping an enormous amount of sweat from her brow. "Reach." Carolina was noticeably limping, and she winced every time she placed weight on her left leg.

Reach's eyes narrowed as he observed the slight injury. _'It's probably nothing much, a muscle pull at the most. She'll be fine within a day or two.' _

Carolina sat on an empty cot, placing a heating pad under her leg and sighing in satisfaction. "That's a lot better." She leaned back, resting her hands behind her back and looking up at the white ceiling. "Reach, something's been bothering me since that last op. What did CT mean when she said that Tex was a shadow and the Director broke major laws?"

'_So, she's been thinking about that, too,' _Reach thought. The former Spartan shrugged his shoulders, not having an answer. "No idea." _'We can't do much until Texas awakes, and even then, it'll take a few days for her to recuperate. For now, all we can do is watch and make sure we don't seem suspicious.'_

Carolina let out a sigh. "I guess we just ignore it? It could have just been CT trying to save her own skin." Reach shook his head in disagreement. "No." _'CT sounded desperate back then, as if what she was doing was right. But Carolina has a point, too. She could have been trying to make herself seem less of a traitor. Both are possible.'_

He traced an old scar down his cheek, thinking. _'I say we look into this, carefully. If it is true, then the Director will be on his guard, keeping a lookout. If it's false, then he won't need to be worried.' _

'_Then again, if he felt what he was doing was right, even it was illegal, then he wouldn't feel remorse or guilt,' _Reach added, having made up his mind. "I say we keep a low profile. We don't want to raise any suspicion." _'And I'd really want Texas's input on this, for she's likely to be curious as well.'_

Carolina nodded, and Reach felt something around his hand tighten. _'What is that?'_ He looked down to see a pair of dark blue eyes open, and Reach felt his mind fill with relief. _'She made it.' _

Texas blinked, looking incredibly exhausted. "Reach? You stayed here this whole time?" The former Spartan shook his head. "Only for the night." _'No reason to lie.' _

Texas sat up, wincing as she felt her side. "Son of a…" She looked across from her, meeting the cool green gaze of the other Freelancer in the room. "Carolina."

Reach held his breath as he felt the tension between the two Freelancers thicken. _'These two aren't exactly on the best of terms, are they?' _

Carolina limped over to Texas, not removing her green gaze from Texas's. "You feeling alright?" Texas blinked, seemingly surprised by the concern in the light blue Freelancer's voice. "I guess."

Reach himself was a bit surprised. _'I was half-expecting Carolina to either ignore her entirely or just lash out with a snarky remark. I guess that talk with her earlier calmed her down.' _He stood up, stretching out his body and hearing the bones crack. _'I didn't think I was this old.' _"Missouri challenged me earlier."

Reach wasn't surprised by the gasps coming from both female Freelancers. "He WHAT!?" Reach leaned back against the wall of the medical bay, not too showing much emotion. "He challenged me; he lost. _'It's really not all that simple…but I'm sure Florida and North Dakota will tell them more.'_

Texas's eyebrows rose. "Really? If that's the case, then you're better than I originally thought." She winced as she swung her legs out of the bed, sitting up completely as she ran a finger over the wound on her stomach. "…what about the mission?"

Reach shared a glance with Carolina, giving her the reigns. _'Might as well. Texas was unconscious for most of that fight, and she has no clue that we failed.' _

The light blue Freelancer let out a sigh and looked down. "We failed. CT and their leader got away." Texas's eyes narrowed, and Reach noticed just how eerily similar the two looked. _'If I didn't know any better, I'd say that Texas and Carolina are related.' _

Texas's hands trembled ever so slightly, the only visible sigh that she was extremely cross. "You're telling me, essentially…that after all this time of trying to make sure our enemy doesn't get our technology, CT walked away unscathed!?"

Carolina scratched the back of her hair, shaking her head. "Not quite. You see, after you got hit, Reach and I fought them, and we managed to wound both of them, but they had an escape pod at the ready. We simply didn't plan ahead and scout the place out, I guess."

Texas let out an unsatisfied noise, but she turned to Reach, the former Spartan still standing silently. "Anything else to add?" Her tone was frosty, not entirely unexpected for someone of her ranking.

Reach shook his head subtly, not giving much away from his Mark VI helmet. _'No. Carolina summed it up, pretty much spot on. We should have put more thought into that strike; we should have sent scouts to observe the installation, then have a thorough scan of the entire facility.'_

'_It's partially my fault for wanting to go after CT so soon,' _he thought. Texas stood up, the injury of her back bright red, and she slid into a pair of fatigues. "You two look there's another reason why you came down here. It's not to give me a 'Get Well Soon Card', that's for damn sure."

Reach let out a small chuckle, barely audible. _'Well…she's right about that, at least.' _Carolina exchanged another glance with him, and Reach again nodded slowly. The redheaded Freelancer closed her eyes, seemingly unsure how to start off.

Carolina got in together, and she locked her green eyes with Texas's blue after she made sure no one was listening in on them. "Back then, CT said a few things. She said that the Director broke major laws and…"

Texas began to seethe at the mention of the brown Freelancer's betrayal. "Bitch called me a shadow." Carolina blinked slowly before continuing. "…that. Reach and I think, that maybe, there is a chance as to why she did the things she did. Either way, it's worth looking into."

Texas folded her arms. "And how, exactly, are we supposed to do that without the Director getting suspicious? He controls every single database on this ship! For all we know, he could be using the cameras to watch us right now!"

Reach then spoke, for he had a trick up his sleeve. "Not every database." _'I still have mine from Reach; I just updated it to contain new data on everyone.' _He held up his datapad, with the fight against CT and the Resistance leader fully recorded. "I already had one before joining Project Freelancer."

Texas's eyebrows rose, and she stroked her chin. "It's still difficult beyond all measure, but, it's still possible. We have a chance at solving this."

Reach walked out of the medical bay, accessing his datapad to open CT's files. "I'll be back." _'Let's start this mystery, and hope we find more answers than questions.'_

-0-

_A few hours later_

The Director sat in his chair, watching footage of a blonde Marine leading a squad of soldiers into a battle. _'Allison…why? Why did you have to die?'_

'_Even _she _doesn't know who she truly is, the successful copy of you. Texas wouldn't guess her existence in a second, as she has your memories.'_

The door hissed open, and the Director spun in his chair to see his only child. "Carolina…I'm sorry if I'm too harsh on you." The redheaded Freelancer shook her head, placing down her sidearm. "Even when you are, I still feel grateful for giving me this chance." She turned around, walking out of the room and leaving the Director alone again.

'_Carolina…you wouldn't believe me if I told you the truth.'_

_**A/N: I know, it's short, and I don't really think it was that good of a chapter. But again, I'm only human. Next update should be in a few weeks (hopefully. I have a bunch of exams and shit that I don't want to do), so look out for the next one. See you!**_

_**Ja'ne**_


	9. Chapter 9

_**A/N: Time for chapter 9 of Agent Reach! One question was asked that caught my attention from last chapter: Will Reach get his own AI? The answer is yes, eventually. I still haven't thought about which AI, specifically. I thought about him maybe getting Epsilon or Iota, but I want to keep that part canon. I'm thinking maybe he'll get Eta, with Carolina only going for Iota. And no, Missouri isn't based off the guy from the RvB Season 13 Trailer. Don't spoil it; I haven't even watched it yet,**_

_**Another good plot question that's been asked: Will Maine become the Meta? The answer is, no. instead of Maine becoming the Meta, it will be Missouri, due to a procedure the Director does to him. Sigma won't drive Maine insane.**_

_**Without further ado, let's begin.**_

***Chapter 9***

_Mother of Invention_

_Date Unknown_

The Director pushed a button on the control panel, tilting the bed onto its side. "F.I.L.S.S, we are ready to begin."

"As you wish, Director," the AI said, rotating the bed. "Agent Missouri is stabilized, and currently in the dream state."

The Counselor handed the Director a tube filled with a fiery red liquid, bubbling and hissing. "Director, here it is."

The Director took the tube, hooked it up to a medical machine. _'This will make Missouri stronger. Much stronger. He'll be known as the Meta.'_

The machine lined up with the base of Missouri's skull, the sharp needle of the tube injecting the agent with the liquid.

Missouri's eyes shot open, his mouth open in a silent cry of shock. He eventually relaxed, his eyes drooping, but still conscious. They changed from their normal dark green to a deep orange, several parts of his blue/green armor glowing orange as well.

The Director rubbed his hands together, for the procedure was successful. "Excellent." _'It worked. Even Reach won't stand a chance at my creation.'_

He faced the still conscious agent, a smirk on his face. "What is your name?" _'Just to make sure this went well. If he still calls himself Missouri, we'll need to give him another dose.'_

Missouri looked up, his eyes burning orange and his deep voice little more than a growl. **"I am the Meta." **

The Director smirked and jerked his head towards the Counselor. "Get me the second supplement." The black man nodded silently, handing the Director another tube filled with a different, black liquid.

The Director held it up, observing its dark depths. _'This will make the Meta stronger than anyone, even Maine and Reach. No one will be able to stop my creation.'_

With the tube ready to fill Missouri with the strength enhancements, the Director backed away a few steps. "F.I.L.S.S., begin the second procedure."

"As you wish, Director. Muscle enhancements ready to proceed in three, two, one." The second needle injected into Missouri's body, the agent starting to spasm uncontrollably.

His mouth opened in shock again, and his spasms died down, slumping and beginning to breathe normally again. A strange marking appeared on his chest, growing rapidly.

The Director smiled again. _'The symbol of the Meta. Perfect. Only one more modification to make.' _He turned to the Counselor again. "Third enhancement."

The Counselor nodded and gave the Director the final chemical, one that would make Missouri not feel pain, although he would lose his speech as a result. _'I have to make sure that Missouri doesn't accidently announce who he is until the right time.'_

The final chemical injected itself into Missouri's bloodstream, and his voice died down, until it was nothing more than a deep, dark growl. The Director wiped his brow, satisfied with the way it ended. "There." _'I have created the perfect killing machine. Nothing will stand in my way. I must continue with my attempts to bring back Allison, the proper way.'_

The muscle enhancements kicked in, and Missouri's chest and arm muscles began to grow, rapidly. From the lack of emotion in his orange gaze, he didn't feel the immense pain. Another good sign.

Missouri flexed his arms, and the bindings on his medical bed snapped, releasing him. When he stood up, he sealed his helmet back onto his head, his armor glowing orange.

The Director handed him a Brute Shot, the same weapon Maine wielded. "Take this." Missouri took the weapon, running a gauntleted hand over the razor sharp blade and growling. He sounded eerily similar to Maine, and used the same weapon, too.

The Counselor, holding a small datapad, walked over to the Director, giving the Meta a worried look. "Sir, shouldn't we make sure he's combat ready? We don't want him to be unprepared."

'_The tool has got a point, I suppose,' _the Director admitted. He nodded curtly. "I'm already ahead of you, Counselor. Set up a round for the Meta in Training Room Bravo. Let's see just how powerful he is."

The Meta growled, seemingly itching for a fight. The Director's lips curved upwards. _He has his eagerness to fight, still. A good sign.'_ "At ease, Meta. You'll fight soon enough."

The Meta let out a harsh hiss, flexing his arms and cracking his knuckles. He was beyond ready for a fight. The Director smirked at his small outburst. _'He'll be very useful, indeed.'_

The three walked out, heading to the secret training facility on the ship. Training Room Bravo was unknown to most of the Freelancers, save for Agent Florida. But the veteran soldier never used it, instead preferring to train with the other Freelancers in Training Room Alpha. As a result, Bravo was always empty, save for a few maintenance cleaners.

The Meta stepped inside, loading the rounds into his new Brute Shot while the Director and Counselor went to the observation deck. The Director keyed the private COM, having a few instructors he could spare for this test. _"Meta, you have full permission to terminate any targets. Your opponents have been issued live rounds. Do not hesitate. Do you understand?"_

The Meta let out a growl, bringing his Brute Shot up. The Director smirked again. _"Excellent. F.I.L.S.S., begin the test."_

"_Test beginning. First round starts in five seconds," _the ship's A.I. said, signaling the Meta to get ready.

Five trainers stepped into the room, each with a sidearm and Battle Rifle. They all took aim at the Meta, who stood in an intimidating manner on the other side. He clicked his helmet on, a small hiss as the armor was sealed.

"_Begin," _F.I.L.S.S announced.

The Meta jumped into action, firing several rounds from his Brute Shot. The small explosions took out two of the five trainers immediately, leaving the remaining three stunned.

Their moment of surprise proved to be fatal, as the Meta swung the sharpened edge of his Brute Shot like a sword. The blade cut another trainer in two, his mouth open in a cry of shock and pain.

The body hit the floor, and the two remaining trainers began to back away, drawing their sidearms and firing. Even with the live rounds, the Meta didn't flinch as specks of blood appeared on his massive chest, and he continued to stalk towards them.

One of the trainers got too close to the enhanced agent, and the Meta grabbed his arm, twisting it. Even from the observation deck, the Director could hear the fragile bones in the man's arms snap like twigs.

The trainer's pained screams filled the Counselor's eyes, who was shocked by the pure power of their creation. He turned to the Director, stunned. "Director, sir, he must be stopped! He's going rampant!"

The Director shook his head and continued to watch the test, his eyes cold. "The test will proceed, Counselor." _'If he doesn't shut up, then I'll gag him myself. This test will continue.'_

The Meta spun the man around, kicking him in the back. He flew into the cold metal wall with a loud crash and didn't get up, blood pooling around his body.

The lone trainer cowered away as the Meta loomed over him, growling and cracking his knuckles. "Y-you're not human! You're a monster!" The Meta grabbed him by the throat, slamming him against the wall and crushing his windpipe. A line of foam dripped down the dead man's mouth, and the Meta tossed his body away, the test complete.

"_All targets terminated. Test is complete,'" _F.I.L.S.S. announced, no change in her voice. The Director nodded in satisfaction. _"Good work Meta. Now, we can begin Phase 2 of our plan."_

The Meta growled again, and he followed the Counselor and Director, leaving the room filled with bodies.
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_A Few Hours Later_

Texas rubbed her head, unable to sleep due to someone's voice in her head. _"Texas, you should start to eliminate all threats."_

The blonde Freelancer let out a groan, rolling over in her cot. "Goddammit Omega. Just go the fuck to sleep!"

The AI laughed darkly, and Texas began to wonder for the umpteenth time if the AI was insane. Ever since the implantation, she noticed her aggression levels had risen, and she had splitting headaches much more often than comfortable.

'_And I'm not only one, either,' _Texas added bitterly. Earlier today, Carolina had undergone surgery, gaining a new AI by the name of Iota to enhance her abilities. She too was losing sleep, and had opted to go down to the training room to practice.

Originally, South Dakota was going to receive Iota. However, due to her sour attitude and bad temper, the Director changed his mind and gave it to Carolina instead. Not too surprisingly, the lavender Freelancer threw a bit of a tantrum, throwing a bench in the locker room.

And now, just to rub it in, it seemed that Reach was receiving his own AI.

Texas let a small, amused smile curve onto her lips as she imagined South's inevitable rage. _'Even he got an AI before her. Talk about a burn.'_

Washington didn't seem upset in the slightest when he found out he was being pushed back a bit. He shrugged it off, saying, "I've waited this long; I don't mind waiting a bit longer."

North Dakota had tried to cool his hot-headed sister down, but she turned on him, saying that he already had an AI and thought he was better.

After a long, tiring argument, Maine eventually ended it by hissing at both of them, brandishing his Brute Shot. Even mute, no one was crazy enough to fuck with Maine. Well, apart from that nutjob Missouri.

Texas closed her eyes again, hoping that Omega would just shut up and let her sleep, but he kept whispering strange, dark things. After an hour of lying there, awake, Texas gave up and walked out of her dorm, deciding to check on Reach.

When she got to the medical wing, however, he wasn't there. _'I guess he's still undergoing the surgery.'_

Texas sat down next to a bed, hoping that the AI Reach received would at least be sane, instead of constantly whispering about taking over the world with an evil robot army like Omega.
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Reach was a bit wary when he was called into the medical wing, even more so when he saw a small chip. _'This doesn't look good.'_

He stood at attention when he saw the Director, his facial features hidden beneath his Mark VI helmet. "Sir." _'There's no reason for him to suspect me yet. Texas and I haven't had the chance to search CT's files for any clues yet.'_

The Director nodded slowly. "At ease, son." His tone was slightly cold, though it still held the same authority.

Reach wanted to ask as to why he was summoned, but something told him to keep his mouth shut. _'I have a feeling this will be explained in a few seconds.'_

The Director folded his arm behind his back, pushing his glasses onto his face. "Agent, I feel that it is time you have been given something that will enhance your abilities on the battlefield. An artificial intelligence program, or AI for short."

Reach's brown eyes narrowed slightly under his helmet. _'I swear, the more time I spend here, the more it seems to be a parallel universe to my own. Covenant weaponry; Insurrectionists; AIs…what's next? Dr. Halsey being alive and well?'_

The Director held up the chip, which under better light, Reach could see was an AI chip. "We'll begin to proceed." He motioned to the bed, and Reach forced his legs to move forward, removing his helmet. _'No going back.'_

Reach felt two needles pierce his skin, and his mind was flooded by an icy coolness, numbing him. _'This is to make me not feel the pain…but I'm a Spartan. I've felt worse than this.'_

He heard the chip click into place, along the sound of a drill whirring. _'Or maybe not.'_ Reach braced himself for the splitting pain he was sure would come.

But it didn't. Reach could feel the drill break his skin, along with the blood trickling down his back, but the pain was nonexistent. The drugs, whatever they were, were working. Reach closed his eyes, forcing the slightly sickening sound of the drill out of his head.

He felt the small incision get stitched up quickly and neatly, and Reach's eyes began to droop. _'So tired…'_
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Texas watched as a pair of medics carried Reach onto a bed, huffing a bit at his weight. The blonde Freelancer stood up. "Is he okay?"

The medics nodded, wiping the sweat off of their brows. "Agent Reach's operation was a success. The AI Eta has been installed successfully."

Texas let out a small sigh of relief. _'Good.' _

Soon after the medics left the two, Reach's body began to shake, sweat pouring down his face. A small gasp escaped him, and Texas nearly froze in shock at the word that left his mouth.

"A-allison…"

_**A/N: *smirks* Well, there's the AI and Meta situation figured out. Reach has Eta, Missouri's the Meta, and much more is on the horizon. Wait until next time to see what happens next!**_

_**Ja'ne!**_


	10. Chapter 10

_**A/N: Whoohoo! Time for chapter 10 of Agent Reach, my current most successful story! Some of you were a bit miffed that I left it at a cliffhanger (heh heh, sorry guys! XD), and one suggested that I get Reach to battle Felix and Locus. That may or may not happen, but we'll see when we get to that part.**_

_**But, I wanted to answer a question a couple people had about Reach's AI implant:**_

_**Reach never had an AI before, plus his old helmet was lost on Reach during Lone Wolf. He didn't carry Cortana the way the Master Chief did, since he just placed it across his back. **_

_**This is the downfall of Project Freelancer, the Meta's rampage, and the longest chapter of them all, for any fanfic I did.**_

***Chapter 10***

The Director placed his glasses on his face, his eyes showing just how exhausted he was. With all the recent work of not only making Missouri the Meta, but giving three AIs to three agents, he was beginning to feel the wear and tear. The other agent to receive one, besides Carolina and Reach, was no other than his creation.

The Meta.

He received an AI minutes after his training room massacre, by the name of Zeta. Zeta was a silvery gray AI, much like Omega, except female and much more cold blooded. Now, with the Meta not only having enhanced strength and unable to feel pain, but with Zeta, it seemed impossible to stop him.

Only they haven't tested Zeta out properly against someone, and that was a slight problem. Without knowing what Zeta was capable of, the Director had no idea just how truly powerful the Meta would be.

A small beep on the Director's screen alerted him to Wyoming leaving his quarters, and that got the Director thinking. He smirked cruelly and summoned the Meta via private COM. _"Meta, I think I have a perfect test for you and Zeta .Report to my office, immediately."_
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_Reach tensed, his grip on his Battle Rifle firm as an Elite Ultra charged at him. He stood squarely, ready to fire, when the image of a blonde woman's face appeared, along with the whisper of a voice. "Allison."_

_Reach pushed the voice out of his head, firing a three round burst at the Elite. The alien warrior's shields flickered blue as it still charged, igniting an Energy Sword in its hand. "Demon!"_

_Reach fired three more bursts, taking out the alien's shields. As it stumbled, Reach went to pull the trigger again when he heard that voice, this time louder than before. "Allison."_

_The image of the blonde woman was hazy, but Reach could make out some features. She was wearing a Marine uniform, but her face was blurred. "Who…?"_

_The woman spoke, and though it sounded familiar, Reach couldn't put his finger on it. "Don't say goodbye. I hate goodbyes."_

_The mysterious voice whispered one last time before everything vanished into darkness. "Allison…"_

Reach blinked his eyes open, breathing hard. He stood up quickly, reaching for a sidearm when he saw the face of Texas. The blonde Freelancer jumped back, surprised at his sudden movement. "Reach? Are you okay?"

Reach eased up, rubbing his head as he was aware of someone else inside his mind. "Yeah…" _'What the actual hell is this? It feels…cold and really strange.' _

A small orange figure appeared on his shoulder, its arms at its side. _"Hello, Reach. I am Eta, your AI. You've been out for a few hours, it seems." _Reach gave a nod to him, still trying to wake up from that strange vision. "Hello Eta." _'What was that? Who was that woman? And why did she seem familiar?'_

His thoughts were interrupted by a sharp pain lancing through his temples. He paused briefly, rubbing them. _'Headaches? I guess this is a side effect of recent AI implantations.' _

Reach took a glance to his right, where he saw that he and Texas weren't the only ones. "Wyoming?" _'When did he get here?' _

Upon closer look, Reach could see the British Freelancer was bleeding heavily from his back, and he had several serious wounds across his arms and chest. _'Who did this to him? Wyoming's one of the better Freelancers; this is one hell of a surprise.'_

Texas followed his gaze and shook her head. "I don't know, either. They brought him in a few minutes ago, just before you woke. Whoever did this stole his AI, Gamma." The white Freelancer was unconscious, and his breathing was slow.

Reach clicked his helmet on, hiding his dark eyes. _'Rest easy, mate.' _He tapped Wyoming's shoulder lightly before walking away. "Come; there's nothing we can do." _'As much as I hate leaving an ally behind, we're not going to solve CT and the Director by sitting around.'_

Texas took one last glance at Wyoming's unmoving body before following him, letting out a sigh. "Okay."

Just before Reach and Texas exited the medical bay, they heard a weak, hacking cough. "R-reach…" They turned around to see Wyoming's eyes were open, though he seemed to be in a lot of pain.

Reach walked over to him, resting on one knee. "How are you feeling?" Wyoming grimaced and tensed, his voice shaking. "I-I've been better." He coughed, specks of red dotting his normally clean white armor.

Texas kneeled down next to Reach, helmet in hand. "Who did this to you? Do you remember?" Wyoming's brow furrowed, but after awhile, he shook his head. "I-I don't know. I was just walking down the hall when I heard a deep growl, and a Brute Shot firing…after that, it's just a blur."

Reach and Texas exchanged a glance, thinking. _'No…not Maine. It can't be him. He might be a bit gruff, but I refuse to believe he would do this. But, he is the only one with a Brute Shot, and the only person who is mute.'_

Reach shook his head. _'There's no proof of Maine doing it. Until we can prove he is the one, we can't make assumptions.'_

Wyoming's eyes closed again, breathing a bit more normally. "I'll be fine, chap. Just let me rest…" Reach nodded, standing up. "Get better soon."

Wyoming fell back asleep, and Reach and Texas left him, the former Spartan handing Texas his datapad. "Here." Texas took it, and the two walked down to the debriefing room.

Normally, the Director would be here, informing the Freelancers about some kind of mission they would be doing. But on this occasion, it was empty. Reach quickly scanned the area with his sidearm before nodding. "Clear." _'Better safe than sorry.'_

Texas took a seat at a table, and she inserted the datapad inside what looked like Connecticut's seat. The former brown Freelancer's face appeared, and she seemed to have regret in her eyes. "Tex, if you are watching this, then I am no longer alive. Or at least, I'm no longer a member of Project Freelancer."

Reach's skin prickled as he remembered the recent fight, and Eta seemed to sense his discomfort. _"Hold tight. Wait and see what's going on first." _

The recording of CT let out a sigh before looking back up. "Attached to this file is all the information of what the Director's done. Tex, I'm not sure how you'll react to what I've uncovered, but I trust you to do the right thing. Please, do this for those who will get hurt in the future. Your friend, Connie."

The recording ended, and Texas began to scroll through the files. Reach stopped her at one that caught his eye. "Wait." _'There's that name again…'_

He clicked on the file labeled 'Allison', and the image of the woman Reach saw in his vision returned, only now he was able to get a clear look at her face. And he was glad he still wore his helmet, otherwise, he would have the same shocked expression Texas did.

This person, Allison, looked exactly like Texas.

The black Freelancer's eyes squeezed shut, and she started to shake. "W-what? How is that possible? That's my name…" She murmured something that Reach had heard from his vision, and it sounded just like that woman. "Don't say goodbye. I hate goodbyes." That's when he realized it.

Texas _was_ Allison.

Reach opened the attachment, and he began to scroll through it quickly. Much of it seemed to be personal logs from the Director himself. _'Allison, my long lost wife, is finally back. I have cloned her, and her memories, successfully. Except those memories of me will be locked away. She will never be able to remember me, and will be given a new name: Agent Texas of Project Freelancer.'_

'_She will remember who she is, and these new, fake memories will be all she can remember. The first thing she will recall is waking up from a 'coma' after she was made, and her being told she lost her memory. This copy will be perfect in its design.'_

Reach glanced over, and Texas wasn't taking this news too well. Her blue eyes were wide, and she looked at her trembling hand. "You mean…my life is a lie? I'm just a copy of someone else?"

Reach shook his head, holding her tightly. "No, you're not. You have a heart, a soul. You are a real person." Texas closed her eyes, shaking. "That bastard…he just used me for his own selfish needs." Reach knew she was talking about the Director, and he didn't blame her. He too felt anger for his actions. _'Human cloning is against the law. Dr. Halsey faced charges for the Spartan II program, as she did the same damn thing.'_

Holding onto Texas, who looked away, Reach read through another file marked 'Alpha.' As he scrolled through it, he saw exactly how he got Eta, and how all of the other AIs were formed. _'After creating Alpha, a copy of myself, I needed to create fragments and pieces of it to use for this project. There is no law against torturing a clone of yourself, so that's what I did. I made Alpha break into fragments by giving him lies about certain agents dying. He felt the pain, and when he did, the other AIs were created. Afterwards, his memory was wiped clean. He doesn't remember a thing.'_

As he read it, he felt sickened that the way Eta, Delta, Gamma, Sigma, Delta, and all the others were created by Alpha basically being tortured. Eta appeared on Reach's shoulder, his eyes wide. _"You mean…that I was born from my creator being destroyed and broken?"_

When Reach had finished reading the files, he closed it his brown eyes inside his helmet. _'CT…I'm sorry for making that false accusation against you. You were right, and now, you're also dead, killed by my hand. I should have realized, but my damn patriotism got in the fucking way.'_

He let out a small scoff, one that only Eta was able to hear. _'No…how could we have known? It's only because I acted the way I did that I looked at myself in the mirror, realizing I should stop taking everything for granted.'_

He felt something drop onto his shoulder, snaking its way down his chest and seemingly soothing the old wound he suffered. "Texas?"

The blonde Freelancer had her face turned away, so Reach wasn't able to see her face. But the small splatter he felt on his armor, leaking down to his chest, was definitely her. The bigger surprise was that she was crying.

Texas, possibly one of the most hardcore of the Freelancers, a woman who was able to survive two near fatal blows in a recent fight, was actually shedding tears.

A dark, silvery gray figure appeared on her shoulder, seemingly triumphant. _"I told you this before, didn't I? You should have killed him when you had the chance. Now, it's too late. You will be crushed like so many others have-" _

Texas sat up, her dark blue eyes livid. "ENOUGH!" Without letting a single pained gasp leave her, she reached into the back of her head, grabbed an AI chip, and threw it, watching as it broke into smaller fragments.

Reach held Texas tightly, the blonde Freelancer wiping the side of her face. "I told you, Omega. I'm not putting up with your bullshit any longer, you insane fuck!"

The gray figure reappeared, laughing darkly. _"My name…is….O'Malley. You think merely breaking my chip will stop me? I have plenty of hosts to choose from. Maybe, I might even take your new favorite person." _The AI spoke the last sentence, looking at Reach.

The former Spartan was confused. _'What the hell does this…thing, mean by that?' _Texas clenched a fist, hissing in anger. "Don't you fucking dare, Omega. Don't. You. Dare." Her knuckles were white with fury as she drew her sidearm, aiming at the AI.

Reach wanted to know exactly what this AI was capable of, and why Texas wanted it dead. "What is this thing?" Texas didn't remove her fury filled gaze from the AI as she spoke. "This is the reason Carolina and I used to never get along. This abomination is the only AI that is as powerful as the Alpha: Omega. This is what I was given, soon after finding out I was an agent of Project Freelancer."

She clicked the safety off the sidearm, her breathing coming out fast. "And now, I'm going to finish it off." Texas fired, and the shot echoed in the empty hall, triggering an alarm that blared through the entire ship.

Texas looked back as her and Reach left the room, her eyes filled with hate. "Waste of memory crystal."

A group of sentries were waiting for them in the hall, their Assault Rifles leveled at the two. "Drop your weapons!" Texas and Reach raised their sidearms and fired, dodging the bullets fired at them. Reach contacted Eta for assistance, as they needed to disable the cruiser and get off of her, fast. "Eta, see if you can disable the ship's main engines!"

"_Already calculating," _Eta replied. After a few precious seconds ticked by, the ship shuddered and began to plummet, falling towards a frozen ice planet below.

Texas and Reach braced themselves as the _Mother of Invention _slammed into the frozen surface, sliding to a halt. Reach found a pair of fallen Battle Rifles, tossing one to Texas. "Here."

He set his hard gaze down the hallway, sparks flickering from cables being snapped. _'Director, we're coming for you.'_
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Carolina coughed weakly, blood staining the visor of her helmet. Iota flickered briefly, his power running low. _"Carolina, I'm afraid I might have been damaged in the crash. I don't know how much use I'll be."_

Carolina felt the cold snow through her armor, and she knew they were on Sidewinder. Also known as the planet that was really, really, really, fucking cold.

She dimly heard footsteps crunch behind her, and she turned around to see a massive figure, a Brute Shot in its hand. With her vision fuzzy, it was impossible to see who it was. But seeing as the person wielded a Brute Shot, she had a clear guess. "M-maine?"

The figure stopped right in front of her, grabbing her by the throat and lifting her up. Carolina tried to voice a protest as her helmet was forcibly taken off of her, and she could see who it was. "Missouri! What are you-!"

Carolina let out a pained scream as the rogue blue/green agent ripped her AI out, taking the chip. A small figure, silvery gray like Omega but female, appeared on Missouri's shoulder, as did Gamma. _"We are the Meta. And this is where you vanish!"_

The Meta lifted Carolina up, and he threw her off of the frozen cliff, sending her to an icy fate.

The Meta implanted Iota into him, and he shook his head, shaking off the chills. Zeta looked at him with approval in her cold, sadistic gaze. _"Excellent. With Carolina and Wyoming gone, it's time to take out Reach and Texas."_

The Meta let out a growl, sliding his weapon across his back. He received a call from the Director, and it seemed the older man was in a bit of trouble. _"Meta, Agents Texas and Reach are indeed onto us. They are making their way to my quarters as we speak. Cut them down, do you understand?"_

The Meta hissed and began making his way back to the ship, ready to take out the man that defeated him for good.
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Maine jerked upwards, Sigma having woken him. _"Maine, we have a situation. It seems that Agent Carolina is dead." _

'_Who did this?' _the white Freelancer thought angrily, running a hand over his smooth bald head. Sigma let out a sigh, beckoning him to stand up. _"I have no idea. But it appears that Iota is still online, but with a new host. As are Omega and Gamma."_

Hissing, Maine slid his helmet on, grabbing his Brute Shot and running out into the hall, where he nearly ran headlong into Reach and Texas. The two seemed grateful to see him. "Maine! We have a problem!"

'_I noticed,' _Maine let out a sharp hiss, Sigma communicating for him. _"It appears that Omega, Gamma, and Iota are with a new host." _

Before the two could ask how, a large group of shoulders descended upon them, firing their Assault Rifles.

Reach ducked a round, firing a three round burst. "Hold them off. There's something Texas and I need to do."

'_Apart from just kiss and get it over with?' _Maine thought dryly, bringing out a small chuckle from Sigma. The red AI knew better than to say exactly that, and he used Maine's inability to speak quite well. _"We'll hold them, Reach. Go on ahead."_

Texas and Reach nodded, running ahead and leaving the brawler to face the soldiers alone. Sigma smirked and folded his arms behind his back. _"Let's show these bastards how it's done."_
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The hallways of the downed cruiser were nearly pitch black, with the occasional shower of sparks providing a brief glimmer of light.

Reach drew his Battle Rifle, activating the night vision installed in his helmet. _'I can't see a damn thing…' _"Eta, are there any heat signatures in this area?"

Before the AI could answer, a door to the side blew off of its hinges, forcing both the former Spartan and Texas to duck. A gust of cold wind followed, and a massive figure, hidden by the shadows, stepped inside.

The night vision feature phased out, and a small message blinked across Reach's HUD. _'Damn. Equipment malfunction.'_

The figure stepped closer, drawing what seemed to be a Brute Shot from its back. Reach's eyes narrowed, and the grip on his Battle Rifle tightened. "Maine?" _'But he was behind us! How could he have gotten ahead of us?'_

The figure stepped into the dim light, and Reach saw who it was. There was no mistaking that blue/green armor anywhere.

Missouri.

The massive agent let out a deep, fury filled growl, and several small figures appeared around him, including Gamma. _'So it was Missouri who stole Wyoming's AI!'_

One of the AIs caught Reach's attention. It was a dark, silvery gray, looking almost identical to Omega. But this one was female, and she held a cold and sadistic look in her gaze. _"We are the Meta."_

Texas gasped as she saw Omega on Missouri, or rather, the Meta. "Omega!?"

The dark gray AI laughed cruelly, smiling. _"I warned you, did I not? You should know better than to disobey the Director, failed experiment."_

Texas clenched a fist as the Meta hissed, cracking his knuckles and glaring at Reach. "You knew!?" Omega laughed again. _"Of course I knew. I knew everything, from your creation to the birth of the Meta here. All I had to do was play you right into the Director's hands. And you know what? It worked."_

The female AI let out an annoyed hiss at her counterpart. _"Enough Omega! Stop gloating and get on with it already! These two are the only ones left who stand as a threat to us!"_

Omega actually cringed away from the angry AI. _"As you wish, Zeta." _Zeta scoffed and glared at Reach and Texas. _"Don't bother trying to get Carolina to help you. We already took care of her." _

As she spoke, a fourth AI appeared, its expression stoic. Reach heard Eta whisper uneasily in his head. _"But that's Iota! He is supposed to be with Carolina!"_

"What did you do to her?" Texas whispered, her hand on her sidearm. Zeta and Omega shared a glance before laughing together. _"We eliminated her. Carolina is dead."_

"No!" Texas screamed, and she raised her sidearm, firing. The Meta raised his Brute Shot, blocking the bullets. With an irritated hiss, he swung the weapon like a sword, forcing the two Freelancers to split.

Reach fired his Battle Rifle, specks of red blood appearing on the Meta's armor. But he seemed to not feel any pain, as he continued to advance on the former Spartan. _'This is what he was made into.'_

The Meta faked a swing, kicking Reach in the chest. His Battle Rifle clattered to the deck, and Texas grabbed it, firing a three round burst at the Meta.

The rogue Freelancer grabbed Reach and threw him into Texas, knocking both of them down. Reach stood up, the only weapon left his combat knife.

He drew it carefully, holding the blade in a backwards grip. _'You might have the advantage of pure strength, but you are still human. You are still beatable.'_

Reach glanced backwards as Texas struggled to her feet, only to fall back down as one of her legs and arms was broken. He could hear a pained gasp leave her, and then she stopped moving. _'Texas is out.'_

He was the only one left, again. _'Great. Am I always destined to bring death to whatever team I'm on?'_

The Meta swung his Brute Shot, hoping to catch Reach in the stomach with the sharp blade. He sidestepped, the knife spinning in his fingers as the blade sunk into the Meta's shoulder.

The Meta let out a sharp hiss, aiming his Brute Shot at the ground and firing. The small explosion sent both of them tumbling into the snow, blood pouring from Reach's leg and chest. He forced his burning limbs to move, refusing to let a hiss of pain escape him as he struggled back onto his feet. _'Not finished yet.'_

Reach blocked another swing of the Meta's Brute Shot, punching the rogue agent away. The Meta growled in fury and tried to slam him onto his back, and Reach kicked him away, plucking his Battle Rifle from Texas's back.

He fired three times, the bullets impacting against the Meta's armor. But again, he didn't seem to feel a thing as he charged again.

Reach paused behind a rock to reload, panting slightly. _'This is the longest fight against one enemy I've ever had.' _He plucked a grenade from his waist, pulling the pin and tossing it at the Meta. _'This ought to slow him down a bit.'_

The Meta raised his Brute Shot and fired, taking out the small explosive midair. Reach let out an inward groan and got ready to fight again. _'Okay, maybe not.'_

He stepped out of his makeshift cover, firing again. The Meta hissed in annoyance, firing more rounds from his Brute Shot.

Reach avoided the small explosions, knowing he couldn't dance around the rogue agent much longer. He glanced backwards at the unconscious Texas, her leg and arm bent back at unnatural angles. _'I can't let her die. But there's no way I can just run away from the Meta with her…'_

Reach then remembered he wasn't exactly alone anymore. "Eta, show me Agent Texas's vitals and tell me how long she'll live." Eta was silent for a second before an image of Texas's heartbeat and wounds showed on his HUD. _"Without treatment, Texas will most likely die of either blood loss or shock within a day."_

'_That's it,' _Reach thought, having made up his mind. "Divert energy from nonessential features to my Active Camouflage unit. I'm not leaving her."

"_As you wish. Prime your grenades to divert the Meta's attention," _Eta instructed. Reach slowly walked over to Texas, not removing his eyes from the Meta's massive frame. _'On my mark.'_

"_Now!" _Eta instructed. Reach pulled the pins on three grenades, letting them fly. The Meta was forced to retreat, and Reach used his moment to grab Texas, heft her over his shoulder, and activated his Active Camouflage.

Even with the blonde Freelancer in his arms, Reach was able to sprint quite quickly, his breathing controlled and the active camo barely flickering. He felt his Achilles tendon tear, forcing him to stumble, but his stubbornness kept him running through the snow, not stopping.

Up ahead, he saw the outline of a building, and Reach tried to run faster. _'Can't stop…so close.' _His arms and legs were growing heavy, and soon, he had to stop in order to blink the sweat out of his eyes.

"_Warning! Equipment malfunction!" _Eta warned as the active camo unit flickered and died. Reach's breathing gradually slowed as he stumbled, refusing to let Texas drop. _'Must keep going…'_

A large outline appeared out of the corner of his eye, but before he could react, it hefted both him and Texas over its shoulders. "Maine?"

The silent white Freelancer nodded, jogging at a steady pace to prevent both of them from falling. Reach's body was sore, with old and fresh wounds dripping with blood. "Eta, forget protocol. Project Freelancer is dead."

The AI hesitated before acknowledging the command. _"As you wish." _He cleared his throat and called his brother. _"Sigma, we'll need to get these two medical attention immediately. Contact the nearest UNSC outpost and tell them we have wounded. I'll try and keep Reach and Texas's life support systems online."_

"_On it," _Sigma replied. _"This is AI designated Sigma, calling for any UNSC forces. We have wounded and need immediate attention. Respond."_

The channel crackled static for a brief moment before a voice broke through. _"We read you loud and clear. Can you tell me the coordinates of your location?" _

"_We are currently at 45.79 North and 58.96 East," _Sigma replied. The COM was silent again, until the voice replied with a hint of confusion. _"That is exactly where UNSC Sidewinder Base Alpha four-zero's main gates are located."_

"_Well then, it looks like we're on your front door," _Sigma replied. _"Get as many medics as you can. The two we have won't last much longer."_

Reach lifted his head, able to see soldiers running towards them in the snow. "Maine, let me down. I can walk." The silent Freelancer shook his head, hissing. Sigma and Eta both agreed with him. _"Reach, in your current state, you have a torn Achilles tendon as well as several fractures. You are in no condition to walk after your encounter with the Meta."_

Reach let his head hang, feeling as if he had failed to stop a madman's selfish dream. _'I wasn't able to do a damn thing. I barely managed to get Texas out of there, let alone myself.' _He looked over at the blonde Freelancer, looking much worse than him. Just before a sharp pain spasmed through his chest, he reached out to her, trying to grab her hand. _'A-allison…'_
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_In orbit above Sidewinder_

_UNSC Mother of Invention_

_Date Unknown_

The Director sighed and looked over at the copy of himself, Alpha, before he acknowledged the Counselor's presence. The black man gave him a polite nod. "Sir, the engines and core are back online. But, several agents are unaccounted for, including agents Maine, Texas, Carolina, and Reach."

The Director let out a reply through gritted teeth. " I know, Counselor." _'I expected Carolina, Texas, and Reach to be missing, but Maine too? What happened to him?'_

The Meta entered the room, Zeta on his shoulders. The silvery gray AI seemed incredibly smug with herself. _"Sir, Agent Carolina has been taken care of." _

The Director's eyebrows rose, and he pushed his glasses up before folding his arms behind his back. "And what about Reach and Texas? Did you eliminate them?"

Zeta and the Meta shared a glance, the AI losing her smug attitude. _"No sir. They got away. But, in the state they were in, I doubt they made it far. Their bodies are most likely rotting in the snow."_

The Director narrowed his eyes, not too pleased. "I thought I ordered you to eliminate all potential threats to our operation!" _'I know those two aren't dead, and you know it. Both Reach and Texas are far too stubborn to die that easily.'_

However, under the critical eye of the Counselor, he allowed himself to regain his composure. "What about Agent Maine?"

Zeta shook her head. _"Nothing either, sir. Either he was killed in the crash, or he escaped and is with Reach and Texas. If they're alive." _The Meta let out a deep growl in what could have been amusement. _aHa_

The Director took off his glasses, folding them up neatly and sticking them in the breast pocket of his track suit before facing the Counselor. "We need to move the Alpha somewhere safe. Somewhere no one would even think to look for him."

The Counselor nodded in agreement. "I agree sir. But, we will need someone reliable to watch over him. Someone we can trust. May I suggest Captain Flowers?"

The Director's eyebrows rose in interest. "Captain Flowers? You mean Agent Florida?" The Counselor nodded. "Yes sir."

The Director stroked his chin, dismissing the Meta and Zeta. "You two are free to go." The Meta saluted before exiting, most likely to go down to the training room and massacre a few more instructors.

'_Hmmm…Florida is very dependable, and trustworthy. A veteran soldier who has no idea about what I have done. Which makes him the perfect candidate for the job,' _the Director thought. "Send him in."

After a few minutes, Florida entered, stopping when he saw the Director. "Ready for duty, sir. And I must say, I'm as pleased as punch to be chosen." The Director's lips curved upwards in a smile. "Agent, you will be sent to Blood Gulch, in order to protect the Alpha. We will be able to provide a cover story for your disappearance, Captain."

Florida saluted again. "Sir!" He turned around and left, while the Counselor primed charges to destroy the state of Florida, sinking it into the sea. "There we go. All covered up."

He turned to the Director, curious. "Do we send a search party out for Maine?"

"No. Leave him be." _'Not like he'll be able to do much.' _The Director then beckoned for the ship's main pilot to set a course. "Set a course for Blood Gulch." _'Those three are as good as dead, and won't be able to stop my plans.'_

If only he knew how wrong he would be in the future.
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_Sidewinder_

_UNSC Outpost Alpha_

_Date Unknown_

Reach's vision was hazy, but he knew from the harsh lights and white walls that he was in a medical bay. _'I've got to stop ending up in these kind of places.' _He sat up, holding his side as a sharp pain lanced through him as he took a rattling breath. _'Broken ribs. I forgot just how much this hurt.'_

His Achilles tendon was recently stitched up, and apart from it being a little stiff, it was fine. As long as he took it easy for a few days. Reach glanced to his right, and he saw Texas lying next to him, her arm in a sling. _'Allison…'_

His own shoulder was in a cast; he must have dislocated it during the fight with the Meta. But apart from bandages across his shoulder, ribs, and lower leg, he was fine. The same couldn't be said for Texas.

Texas was covered, and understandably so. Her wounds were much more serious, as getting a heavy Spartan thrown into you is sure to do major damage.

Reach saw his armor was at the foot of the bed, and he put it on, feeling naked without the familiar combat skin. He put his helmet on, looking back at Texas before walking out. _'I'll be back.'_

When he left, Maine was waiting for him. The silent Freelancer jerked his head over to Texas, a soft growl escaping him. Reach shook his head. "I don't know." _'Even when she gets up, she's in no condition to fight. Unless…'_

"Eta, are there any body enhancements to accelerate the healing of major injuries in the medical database?" Reach asked, thinking. _'If there are, then we might be able to not have to wait months before she can fight again.'_

"_Yes, there are. But the one you need is called 'Omegatosin'. It's been recently developed, and its abilities to repair broken bones overnight has earned it the nickname 'Skelo-Grow'," _Eta replied.

"Show me," Reach said, his eyes narrowed. With Eta and Maine behind him, Reach searched through the cabinet, until he found exactly what he wanted. _'Found you.'_

He grabbed the bottle, unscrewing the nozzle and pouring it into a cup. He wrinkled his nose at the harsh scent as it wafted into the air. Maine growled and held his nose, prompting Sigma and Eta to chuckle. _"One good thing to being an AI, I guess."_

When they got back, Texas was awake, though barely. Her eyelids flickered as she tried to stay conscious. "Reach? Maine?"

Reach crouched low, handing her the cup. "Drink this. But I'll warn you; it'll taste like shit." Texas chuckled as she took it from his hand. "Can't argue with that. You know the taste of shit better than anyone else."

Eta let out a snort of amusement. _"Badum-tish." _Reach's lip twitched, though it was hard for him to remain stony faced. _'That was pretty good.' _"I'll give you that one."

Maine let out a deep chuckle as Texas took a careful whiff, retching. "Why is everything that's supposed to be good for you smell so bad?" Without waiting for a response, Texas gulped it down, grimacing. "It tastes as bad as it smells…you weren't kidding Reach."

"I told you," Reach muttered, bringing out a deep chuckle from Maine. The blonde Freelancer finished the bone growing, erm, shit, and tossed the cup at the former Spartan. "I never said this before, but thanks. Not just from today. But from when I got hit by CT, too."

"You're welcome," Reach replied, his stoic expression hidden beneath his helmet. A small message blinked across his HUD, and his brown eyes narrowed. _'Private channel? Who could it be?' _

Cautiously, he stepped outside to answer the call. _"This is Reach. Who is this?" _

The reply that came back seemed very familiar. _"Hello Reach. It's been awhile, hasn't it?" _Agent Florida.

'_Talk about timing,' _Reach thought before answering. _"Agent Florida. What is it?" _The older blue Freelancer took a deep breath, and he paused before he replied. _"Are Agents Texas and Maine with you?"_

Reach hesitated, not sure if he should reveal that information just yet. While Florida was a trusted veteran, Reach wasn't sure I he knew exactly what the Director did. _'I'm not sure how to answer that.'_

As if he could sense the former Spartan's dilemma, the blue Freelancer chuckled bitterly. _"Don't worry son. I've seen what the Director's done, and believe me, I was shocked too. But, that's not what I wanted to talk to you about."_

"_What is it?" _Reach asked, his ears perked and listening carefully. "Eta, link this channel to both Maine and Texas. They'll want to hear this."

Eta nodded and linked the other two Freelancers to the channel, though they were silent. Florida spoke again, revealing what he was doing. _"Currently, I'm watching over the Alpha at Blood Gulch Blue Base. The Counselor covered up my disappearance by sinking the state of Florida, and now, I'm the Blue Team leader. These simulation soldiers are quite a handful, and as a result I'll need backup if I want to keep Alpha safe from the Meta."_

"_Blood Gulch?" _Reach asked, confused. _"Where the hell is that?" _

A small checkpoint appeared on Reach's HUD, showing the location. _"Blood Gulch is about two systems over from Sidewinder. In order to get to me, you'll need space capable transport," _Florida informed.

Maine hissed in annoyance, and Florida chuckled. _"Nice to see you haven't changed, Maine. But in all seriousness, these troopers are dumber than they look, and if it's true that Omega has willingly gone rogue with the Meta, then we have a problem."_

Texas limped over to Reach, leaning on his back for support. "Sounds fun." After letting a pained wince escape her lips, she focused on Florida's call. _"How long will it take us to get there?"_

"_About two days, if you go into Slip-space," _Florida replied. Reach shared a glance with Texas and Maine, both Freelancers nodding. _'Good. They're going.'_

"_We'll be there ASAP. Don't let Alpha come to harm. Reach out," _the Spartan ended the call, and both him and Maine each hefted Texas over one of their shoulders, providing the support she needed until that bone growing shit repaired her leg.

The three former Freelancers hobbled out, spotting a large Longsword fighter, equipped with a Slip-space drive on the back. Having experience as a pilot for the Sabre Program, Reach figured it would be fairly simple to fly the fighter. _'Shouldn't be too different from the Sabres.'_

They climbed into the craft, Maine and Reach helping Texas strap in, before the former Spartan took his spot at the pilot's controls, starting the engines.

A technician tried to stop them, but Reach already gunned the thrusters, sending the ship skyward. _'Sorry, but we need this. I'll try and return the bird in one piece, but no promises.'_

He turned his attention to the sky above, which quickly turned into a starry view. _'No matter how many times I've been in space, there is never quite a view such as this.' _Reach glanced back at Maine and Texas, the two of only four known surviving members of the team from Project Freelancer.

'_I'll do my duty, not only to stop the Meta and Director, but to make sure the remaining team I have doesn't die._

_**A/N: *collapses* Jesus…I thought I'd never get this damn thing done D:! This originally was going to be chapters ten and eleven, but I decided to combine the two and see how it went. Still, I enjoyed writing this. The Project Freelancer Arc is over, and now, the Blood Gulch Chronicles begin. See you next time!**_

_**Ja'ne!**_


	11. Chapter 11

_**A/N: Hello all who have been waiting patiently. Little Dragon-kun is back in business with chapter eleven of Agent Reach. Now, quite a few…observations were made in the previous chapter, and I would like to clarify a few things:**_

_**1). Wash will be making a return during the Reconstruction series, and his part with Epsilon will happen. North and York were busy elsewhere at the time, and I know that. They'll be mentioned by Florida in this one.**_

_**2). Tex is OOC because one, it's my fanfiction, and two, she's NOT an AI. One has to remember that being human, she'll still have those very same emotions that all the other Freelancers have (apart from the Meta). I went off canon ages ago by making Tex human and bringing in Missouri to become the Meta instead of Maine.**_

_**3). If any of you who complained about this have seen Season 10, more specifically, the ending couple of episodes, then you would know that the Counselor does in fact sink the state of Florida in the simulation, which is what I meant but I worded it a bit wrong. Sorry for the confusion.**_

_**4). I did notice that really dumb typo. And that is the reason why I hate my auto-correct -_-**_

_**5). The armor may be based off of the MJOLNIR armor, but it isn't. One, no shielding, as it was proved when North got shot in Season 9 Episode 3 (Yeah, I memorized that. kinda sad…). Besides, Tex isn't augmented; she's just a badass soldier wearing powered armor suits that can take abuse, but getting a half ton Spartan thrown into you is gonna cause damage.**_

_**Now that this little thing is done, let's get onto the real story, instead of having to listen to this BS.**_

***Chapter 11***

_Blood Gulch_

_Date Unknown_

Reach landed the Longsword, having finally arrived at Blood Gulch. The place was seemingly a box canyon in the middle of nowhere, with a Red Base at one end and a Blue Base at the other. A capture the flag simulation, to be precise. _'We're here.'_

Maine stepped out of the craft first, sweeping the area with his Brute Shot. He let out a growl, and Reach gave the white Freelancer a slow nod. _'We're clear.' _"We'll need to find Florida, ASAP." Maine hissed in agreement, helping Texas out of the craft.

Eta ran a quick diagnostics check on Reach's suit, making sure the newly repaired night vision and Active Camouflage units worked properly. _"All systems are online, though the night vision won't exactly last long. Use it sparingly, if possible."_

'_Good. With my equipment functioning, it should be a bit easier to maintain it and protect the Alpha,' _Reach thought, placing a Magnum on his waist. "Thank you, Eta." The AI nodded and vanished back into Reach's armor, the three Freelancers' vitals appearing on Reach's HUD. _"It seems Agent Texas's wounds from the encounter with the Meta are fully healed. Though Sigma and I would suggest she take it easy for a few days, just to be safe."_

Texas shook her head, drawing a Battle Rifle. "I'm fine, Eta. Just a little stiff." She flexed her newly repaired leg, and Sigma curiously stroked his chin. _"Maine, did any of the other Freelancers make it out alive?"_

'_I didn't think about that. North, South, Washington, Wyoming, York…what happened to them?' _Reach wondered, glancing over in the white Freelancer's direction. They already knew that Carolina was gone; the Meta had killed her and taken Iota. _'Of all the Freelancers to be killed from the Meta, I didn't expect Carolina to be on that list.'_

Maine shook his head, grumbling something. Sigma let out a sigh, running a hand over his flaming head. _"I didn't hear anything from them, either. Perhaps Florida knows; he was on the ship at the time of the Meta's attack."_

The three saw a small outpost in the middle of Blood Gulch, with a Blue Flag in the middle; this was Blue Base, for sure. Reach kept his Battle Rifle aimed, not knowing exactly who would be the first to appear. _'Florida might be keeping his word, but he also might not be. We can't afford to take that chance.'_

'_Though really, I doubt he'd try to make us come all this way just to kill us off in the middle of nowhere.' _

A lone figure, wearing standard issue blue armor, walked forward, an Assault Rifle in his hands. "Hello Maine, Texas, and Reach. It's me, Florida." The former Freelancer placed his weapon across his back, walking towards them.

Reach frowned slightly. The FOF tag on his HUD wasn't picking it up; in fact, according to the records of Project Freelancer, Florida was dead, and Carolina, Texas, Maine, and himself were listed as MIA. Although they had confirmation that Carolina was dead; no one could survive a fall that high without augmentations and shielding.

As if the AI could sense his uneasiness at the situation, Eta whispered in Reach's ear. _"Don't worry; I ran a quick biometric scan. It's Florida, and there are no other Freelancers in the area." _Reach nodded slowly, easing his stance, but still keeping his Battle Rifle raised.

Florida stopped in front of the three Freelancers, sighing. "Loosen up, will you? There's no reason to be this edgy; the Meta and the Director are nowhere near hear. In fact, the _Mother of Invention _isn't even in this system. She's light-years away from here."

Reach lowered his weapon, Maine and Texas doing the same. _'Let's get right down to business.' _"Where's Alpha?" They had all read the files about what the Director did to his own clone, and Sigma was as shocked as Eta. The fiery red AI let out a sigh, shaking his head. _"To think that the man we trusted so much would be a war criminal…it's unbelievable." _

Maine growled in agreement, running a hand delicately over the blade of his Brute Shot. Reach glanced over at the white Freelancer, sensing the huge man was very angry. "Calm down. You'll get him soon enough." _'He probably wants revenge for Carolina, too. She was the first victim of the Meta, and if we don't do something, she won't be the last either.'_
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_Mother of Invention_

_Date Unknown_

The Director flipped the operating table over, looking at the chip in his hand. "F.I.L.S.S., stabilize the patient." The cruiser's AI seemed to either not know what the Director had done, or she didn't care. Either way, her tone was as chipper as ever. _"Agent Washington is stabilized and ready for AI implantation, designated Epsilon. Ready whenever you are, sir."_

The black/gold Freelancer was asleep, heavily drugged with the newest anesthetics the UNSC's top scientists had developed. His helmet was placed on a small table next to him, and his eyes, squeezed shut, were flickering as though he were dreaming. His black hair was scattered across a small portion of his face, making him look a good ten years younger than he actually was.

The Director looked at the chip in his hand again. _'David…I hope this doesn't lead to disaster.' _If this AI failed, then the package Carolina, New York, Maine, Washington, and Texas recovered from the Insurrection would have to be either sent to ONI at Sydney or be terminated.

The creature inside the package was not something the Director was willing to lose.

The creature was practically a living computer; it had the amazing ability to fix damn near any piece of technology or equipment, making it very useful for when Epsilon was created and needed repairs.

Epsilon was created shortly before Texas and Reach disabled the _Mother of Invention_'s engines, sending the cruiser into Sidewinder's frozen hell of a surface. He had enlisted the help of Zeta and Gamma to oversee the Alpha's breaking into a fragment. In fact, Zeta particularly enjoyed it when Alpha started to scream in pain when the Director said that Washington and Texas had died in action.

The Director heard loud footsteps on the other side of the medical door, knowing who the owner of them was. "Come in, Meta." _'About damn time he got here. If this all goes to hell…he'll need to collect and keep the AI fragments, apart from the ones he already has in Gamma, Iota, and Omega.'_

The Meta entered the medical wing, flanked by the Counselor. He let out a deep growl, placing his Brute Shot across the magnetic back piece of his armor. The Director noticed that the blue/green Freelancer's armor was covered in blood, yet there was only one hole in his side.

The older man's eyebrows rose in curiosity. "Busy in the Training Room again?" The Meta nodded, cracking his knuckles and rumbling. Ever since both Reach and Texas managed to escape his iron grasp, the Meta seemed more intent on becoming even more powerful; he often spent time lifting Scorpions as a warm-up exercise before taking on more and more 'volunteers' in the Training Room. To say the Meta was becoming the ultimate show of strength and raw power was an understatement; even Maine wouldn't be able to beat him in hand-to-hand combat now. _'He really hates to lose. Even before I turned him into the Meta, he was always determined to beat anyone and be the best.'_

And after each new test, with the Meta trying out new equipment each time on those 'volunteers', his complete disregard for life seemed to increase; he only cared about whether or not he was able to use the equipment properly, regardless if the victims lived or died in horrifyingly painful ways.

The newest addition to his armor, a time manipulation unit previously owned by Wyoming, had worked perfectly. The Meta was able to freeze time and then slice his targets in half with his Brute Shot, making him even more powerful.

Some of the other agents…were not taking the news of Carolina's death along with Reach, Texas, and Maine's disappearance in a good way. York had become obsessed with the idea that the Director had something to do with Carolina's death, and he deserted Project Freelancer to find out for sure if he was correct.

Wyoming, having believed that York was a traitor, sent out after him in an attempt to bring him to justice for betrayal. So far, the British man had found nothing. _'All according to plan. Now, let's see if Washington will still be my soldier.' _"Send word for the Counselor, Meta. This is something the annoying tool will be interested in." _'It's only a matter of time before we have no further use for him, and we can throw him to the UNSC for all I care.'_

The Meta nodded, turning on his heel and leaving, grumbling as he did. His small outburst made the Director's lip twitch ever so slightly. _'Sometimes, I wonder if he still feels like he is still Jason. Although Zeta should have erased that by now…' _

After a few minutes, the Meta returned, this time with the Counselor. The black man walked towards him, stopping when he saw Washington on the stretcher. "Director, why is Agent Washington here? Shouldn't he be looking for the missing agents?"

The Director let out a slightly annoyed sigh at the man's inquisitive nature. He never seemed to stop asking questions and poke his large nose into places it didn't belong. _'So bloody annoying he is…I can't wait to be rid of him.' _"Your place is not to ask questions that don't pertain to you, Couneslor. You are needed to make sure that Agent Washington's implantation goes smoothly, and to make sure it doesn't go haywire, which is why the Meta is here as well."

The Counselor glanced uneasily at the massive armored figure beside him, his eyes wide. "Sir, it is really necessary to-"

The Director's eyes flashed, wishing he would just shut up and obey orders like he was supposed to. "Do I hear a complaint, Counselor!? Let me remind you that your orders from the spooks at ONI are to serve me as I see fit, and I'm sure the Meta would only be too happy to throw you into space. Don't question my views, Counselor. Do I make myself clear!?"

The Counselor gulped nervously, glancing over at the Meta. When he saw the massive man crack his knuckles, he nodded quickly. "Yes, sir."

'_Annoying coward he is,' _the Director fumed, motioning over to the AI chip containing Epsilon. "On my mark, start up the implantation. We'll need to get this done quickly, and I am not in the mood for wasting time." _'I've already wasted enough talking to you.'_

The Counselor nodded again, beads of sweat appearing on his brow. "Yes sir." The Director placed the AI chip into a laser drill, lining it up with the base of Washington's skull and starting the process. _'Let's hope this stupid new equipment works. It's been awhile since we've used laser surgery for AIs; the conventional rubbish worked better.'_

"F.I.L.S.S., begin the process," the Director ordered, straightening up and pushing his glasses back onto his face, making him look more professional again. _'York…you're as good as dead now. If Wyoming does find you, he has strict orders to kill. No second chances this time.' _

The 'dumb' AI began the process, the laser drill warming up. _"AI implantation beginning. The drill is all warmed up, and Agent Washington is stabilized and prepped for surgery." _

The Director folded his arms in the square of his back, his expression unable to be read by the Counselor. "Begin." The laser drill began to bore a small hole in Washington's back, where the spine met the skull. After the neat incision was made, the Director plugged the chip into him, and that's when hell broke loose.

Washington's eyes shot open, and he began to spasm, screaming. His violent thrashes broke the bindings keeping him on the bed, and he stood up, a crazed look in his grey eyes. **"Who are you!?" **

The Director nodded towards the Meta, giving him permission. "Stabilize him, immediately!" _'Dammit! Epsilon's remembering what the Alpha went through, and is partially taking over Washington's mind! He's become metastable.' _

Metastable was the process in which an AI becomes human, taking over its host's mind and body, bending them to their will. In this case, Washington was probably not even aware of his actions.

The Meta grabbed the out-of-control agent, slamming him onto his stomach with a sharp hiss. He held Washington's arms behind his back, preventing him from lashing out at the Director and the Counselor. _'Pity. This could have been a good chance to get rid of him…but I think spending eternity in the UNSC's 'care' would make me far more satisfied.'_

Washington's screams and struggles didn't die down, and the Director jerked his head over to the Counselor, the man standing there like a star-struck schoolgirl. "How about you be useful and hand me that syringe!?" _'Don't just stand there with your mouth open; you look ridiculous enough.'_

The Counselor blinked, stepping out of his stupor and handing the Director the syringe. The anesthetic inside was enough to put down a grizzly bear to sleep; hopefully it would be enough to subdue Washington.

The Director snatched it from the Counselor's grasp, stabbing the needle into Washington's neck. His spasms began to die down, and his eyes became glazed, as if he were drunk or high. The dazed agent looked up at the Director, his eyes unfocused. **"Who are you?"**

The Meta growled, pushing his head down onto the floor and slapping a pair of fiber-cuffs on him. They hadn't changed in the centuries they've existed for. They were still incredibly hard to get out of. If the ties had been stored in a cupboard for a few years, the material might have become brittle. But, with the Meta holding him down, there was no possible way Washington could throw him off and break the handcuffs. _'Good thing, too.'_

Still, one could not argue with the result of the implantation. Epsilon was an unstable unit at best; it could be very dangerous in the future if the Director allowed it to continue functioning. But, did he really need to scrap the entire AI program, just because one became metastable? _'With that bastard here practically being shafted by ONI, he'll have the spooks hunt me down if I continue and ignore this.'_

The Director sighed, walking out of the medical wing. "Scrap the entire project, Counselor. Have North Dakota hand in Theta. As for you, Meta, I'll need you to collect the other fragments. We're still missing quite a few of our little friends in Delta, Sigma, and Eta. Find then, at all costs. Do you understand?"

The Meta nodded, his lips curving upwards in a toothy smile as he hissed in enjoyment. _'He'll have a chance to take out all of our threats. Let's see how this roll of the die works.'_
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_Blood Gulch_

_Date Unknown_

Florida led Reach, Maine, and Texas into Blue Base, where a powder blue soldier wielding a sniper rifle was waiting. He seemed surprised to see them, but he snapped to attention upon seeing his Captain. "Captain Flowers, I wasn't aware of any guests arriving at base today."

Reach's eyes narrowed under his helmet. _'Could this be…Alpha?' _Florida's laidback stance proved Reach's earlier theory; he wasn't out to kill them in the middle of fucking nowhere, in the middle of a box canyon with a Blue Base at one end and a Red Base at the other. _'This is…sort of a relief. Florida's not going to try anything; he knows well enough that he can't hope to take on three other Freelancers by himself.'_

'_And I seriously doubt these simulation soldiers are smart enough to think about ambushing us.'_

"Oh, you don't need to be so formal now," Florida lightly reprimanded, his carefree attitude making the other three Freelancers look at themselves. _'Is this for real?'_

The blue soldier seemed taken aback, and he placed his Sniper Rifle across his back, fumbling for words. "U-uh...yeah…um, sorry Captain." Eta chuckled inside Reach's head, seemingly amused by the way Florida managed to stun just about everyone. _"Sig, are you watching this? This is pretty funny."_

"_Indeed it is, Eta. Although Agents Maine and Reach are…a little confused, to say the least," _Sigma commented from Maine's shoulder. The massive white Freelancer hissed, placing his armored hand over his visor.

Texas nudged him, making him grunt. "Liven up. This is actually…kinda funny."

Florida seemed to know he had the blue soldier's number, and he pressed on with his very easy-going attitude. "I thought I told you and Private Tucker to call me Flowers, or even Cappy. I don't want rank to get in the way of our relationship."

Reach, now beyond confused at what the fuck Florida was playing at, turned in the direction of Texas. He dropped his voice to a whisper, making sure the blue Captain didn't hear him. "What kind of joke is this?"

Texas shrugged, her hand over her face. "No idea. But, it is keeping the mood light." Reach gave her a hard stare, but with his helmet on, it didn't have much of an effect. "We came here to make sure the Alpha was safe, not to piss around playing games." _'At this rate…'_

Texas let out a sigh, folding her arms. "Florida knows what he's doing. There's a reason he was entrusted with this and not anyone else. The guy's dependable and has endurance. Not too sure about the patience though."

Reach let out a low grunt, bringing a chuckle out of Eta. "He's put up with it for this long. I'd say he's doing okay." _'I seriously doubt I could stand being stuck with an AI and another unintelligent human for long.'_

The blue soldier, still taken aback by Florida's comments, was struggling to find words. "Um…okay, Flowers." Florida tossed Maine an amused grin, his helmet in his hands, before he turned back to his soldier. "I must be commanding the finest soldiers in Blood Gulch. If I wasn't your commanding officer, I'd make you call me Daddy."

Upon hearing Maine growl and hiss in frustration, Florida chuckled and slapped him lightly on his huge shoulders. "Kidding, big guy. I wouldn't go that far now. Still need to be professional, right?"

'_A bit late for that,' _Reach thought dryly, drawing a snicker from Eta. _"No kidding." _The former Spartan took notice of both a Red flag and a Blue flag standing in the far corner. _'Capture the flag? Is that all this little 'Red vs. Blue' fight is? A fight over a piece of cloth, which I haven't done since the early days of the Spartan III program?' _He was beginning to doubt the military's intelligence in certain areas. Such as common sense, for instance.

Florida folded his arms, leaning against the wall of the base. "Can you bring me Private Tucker? I want him to meet the big guy here." The blue soldier nodded silently, obeying his Captain's order.

When he left, Florida glanced back over at them. "That one's the Alpha. But, at the same time, we'll need to keep the two teams from finding out about Project Freelancer. And with four agents, there's only one option."

'_I have a feeling it involves two of us going over to the Red Team,' _Reach thought, narrowing his eyes and tightening his jaw ever so slightly. "Go on."

Florida smiled, having thought this through and seemingly already having a plan. "Maine and I will stay here at the Blue Base to keep them from getting in trouble. You and Tex go over to the Reds and…well, keep them out of any deadly information."

'_Sounds easy. I only hope they aren't the world's biggest idiots. From what Florida told us on the way here, one of his men thinks the UNSC's motto is 'When in doubt, rub one out.' What a bunch of idiots…' _Reach thought with a sigh. "Alright. We'll be on our way."

Turning around, with Texas behind him, he patted Maine's shoulder. "Good luck with these guys." The massive Freelancer nodded, grunting in return. _'Nice to see he's still driven. We'll look for tabs on the Director while keeping the Alpha safe.' _

Reach and Texas left Blue Base, with the former Spartan looking through the scope of his Battle rifle to see the entire canyon. _'This is just a box; how hard can it be to find another base?'_

Not knowing what they could possibly be dealing with, Reach glanced over at Texas as they made their way over the hills, sticking to the rim of the canyon. "Does your cloaking still work?" Texas nodded, looking back over at him. "Yeah. Eta and Sigma repaired it. Should we use it just in case?"

Reach nodded, activating his Active camouflage to blend in with the surroundings. Texas did the same, and they crept slowly towards the Red Base. By moving slowly, their camo wouldn't flicker, possibly giving their position away to a sniper.

Beads of sweat began to pour down Reach's face, the cooling fans in his helmet having to work overtime from the intense heat of the canyon. _'Who the hell decides to place a simulation battle in the middle of a fucking desert canyon?' _

The two Freelancers didn't share a word, and they kept up the silence as they arrived at the Red Base. Two soldiers, one wearing maroon armor and the other orange, were standing on top doing nothing but just talking. Reach and Texas stopped to listen to their conversation.

"Hey," the one in maroon turned to the orange one, who seemed bored. "Yeah?"

The maroon one took a deep breath before asking a question, one that actually made Reach and Texas look at each other. "You ever wonder why we're here?"

The orange soldier sighed, looking up at the sky. "That's one of life's greatest mysteries, isn't it? I mean, why are we here?"

Not listening anymore to the conversation only meters away from them, Reach glanced over at Texas, pressing up against the steel wall of Red Base. The black Freelancer seemed to be grinning at him. "Showtime."

Reach prepared himself, placing his Battle Rifle across his back. _'I know I should be above doing this kind of crap…but fuck it.' _

'_After all, we should find out the answer to that question. Why are we here?' _Reach and Texas each shared a nod before stepping inside, prepared to give them a warm welcome.

_**A/N: Another long one. Now, this should answer a few who were wondering if Wash will get Epsilon and where the other Freelancers were at. Until then, see you!**_


	12. Chapter 12

_**A/N: Hey guys! I am back with Chapter 12 of Agent Reach, which is something I have been looking forward to. I loved the few who mentioned that Simmons and Grif were going to shit their pants (sadly, no. But Tex will be using Grif's dick as target practice XD). **_

***Chapter 12***

Reach and Tex crept through the Red Team's base, their Active Camouflage units holding steady. The two simulation soldiers above them either didn't know that their flag was missing, or they just didn't care. Most likely the latter. _'I almost feel sorry for the bastards."_

"I mean, are we the product of some cosmic coincidence, or is there really a God, you know, with a plan for us and everything? I don't know, man, but I sure keeps me up at night." The orange soldier seemed to be taking the 'Why are we here?' question a little too seriously, and something told Reach that the maroon soldier didn't mean it in that way. _'He's probably wondering why he's stuck in the middle of a box canyon.'_

After a very pregnant pause, Reach tried to not rub his head in frustration upon hearing the maroon soldier's voice. "What? I mean, why are we out here, in this canyon?" The former Spartan prevents a frustrated sigh from escaping him, and to his left, Texas let out an amused snicker. _'How will I put up with these idiots?'_

Eta kept silent, mainly because the AI was busy running diagnostic checks on Reach's equipment, as well as detecting hints of annoyance from him. Reach wondered how Maine was faring; the big man wasn't exactly the best when it came to dealing with stupidity. _'Hopefully, these guys don't think that the UNSC's motto is 'When in doubt, rub one out.' Texas might injure them seriously if that's the case.' _

The two Freelancers reached the small walkway leading to the top of the base, and they stood perfectly still behind the two simulation soldiers. Reach took out the clip of his Battle Rifle; there wouldn't be any gain in killing them. _'Besides, it'll just be a waste of ammo.' _To his left, Texas did the same. A small message bleeped across Reach's HUD, and he could hear Eta whisper in his head. _"Reach, your Active Camouflage unit's power supply is dwindling. It'll require a five minute recharge if it is drained completely."_

'_Damn. I'll have to deactivate it, then,' _Reach thought, disabling the camo. The two simulation soldiers were still just talking, not aware of two heavily trained Freelancers behind them. "Hey, where the hell is Sarge? Isn't he supposed to be here?"

Reach glanced down, and he saw another simulation soldier, wearing standard issue red armor; this was most likely the Red Team's commander, as Florida was the Blue leader. When the man spoke, Reach let out a sigh. "Ladies! Front and center on the double!"

He sounded like every single 1950's stereotype; this was the kind of person who would claim that pumas and walruses were mythological creatures. _'They don't get any smarter, do they?'_

The two soldiers turned to face him, running down. The maroon one let out a swear, "Fuck," while the orange one fumbled with his sidearm. "Yes sir!" They jumped down from the base, landing in front of their sergeant.

Reach stood perfectly still behind a column, sliding a small paint cartridge into his Magnum, clipping the small arms weapon to his side. _'No point in killing any of them. We'll need them alive to keep the little 'Red vs. Blue' battle going on; these rounds should lock their armor down, though.'_

Looking around, he realized he lost Texas; her Active Camouflage unit was still functioning, and Reach let out a small hiss. _'Dammit Texas. Where the hell are you now?' _He activated the heat-seeking feature of his HUD, and he found Texas. She was right behind the Red Team's leader, her fists cocked back. _'Let me guess…you plan on messing with your food first.'_

The former Spartan looked down at the three simulation soldiers, feeling sorry for the tremendous amount of horrible pain they would likely suffer within the next thirty seconds. _'Either they're going to shit themselves, or wish they were dead.' _Reach opened a private COM channel, hoping he could prevent the black Freelancer from causing major injuries to them. _"Texas, we need them alive. Do us a favor and try not to kill them brutally, will you?"_

He didn't get a reply, and Reach brought out his Magnum to see if the three soldiers below were armed. The Sergeant had a Shotgun; the other two standard issue Magnums. _'This is going to be…a little messy.'_

Reach looked through the heat-seeking feature again, and Texas was standing directly behind the Sergeant. _"Texas, I know what you're thinking. Let's be somewhat professional and not-"_

Texas deactivated her cloaking, punching the Red Team leader in the chest and throwing him into the maroon soldier. "Surprise bitches!" **(A/N: *starts playing On Your Knees from Season 9*)**

The orange one jumped, and he raised his sidearm in vain as Texas kicked it away, slamming her fist into his crotch. He doubled over in immense pain, holding the very sensitive area before he received another flurry of punches, making him fly backwards again. "Not the dick!"

Reach sighed in frustration, shaking his head. _'Dammit Texas.' _"Eta, how much longer until the unit's fully charged?" The AI paused for a second, an eternity for it. _"About three more minutes, Reach." _

The former Spartan watched as maroon soldier got spun around by a brutal punch, and the Sergeant flew into him, knocking them both down. The orange one joined them on the ground, holding his crotch in pain. "What do we do, Sarge?"

The Sergeant shook his head, pumping a round into his Shotgun. "I don't know. I've never hit a girl in my life!" Reach's eye twitched slightly, still in his observation position. _'How dumb must the military be to give these idiots live ammunition for a stupid Capture the Flag exercise?' _The more he tried to think about it, the more the slowly increasing throb in his head grew.

The maroon soldier stood up, drawing a Rocket Launcher from the side of the base. "I noticed! Try harder!" The orange looked around for a weapon, but he grabbed the nearest item as his Magnum was on the dusty ground somewhere. What he grabbed made Reach groan in frustration. _'Are you fucking kidding me?'_

The orange soldier picked up a fucking traffic cone, swearing. "Fuck!" Texas approached them, and she ran towards them, ducking underneath a rocket and knocking him into the base wall, the explosive weapon falling from his grasp.

The Sergeant tried to fire a round, but Texas twisted the weapon from his grasp, throwing him into the wall as well. The orange soldier looked around, probably terrified out of his skin. Texas slammed her boot into his crotch again, throwing him onto the ground and aiming the Shotgun at his face.

The maroon soldier, looked up from the ground, his armor dented. "Oh no, Grif!" Grif tried to shy away from the horrible fate of his when Texas pulled the trigger, only for the weapon to click empty. "Oh come the fuck on!"

The Sergeant seemed to be cross with his soldier. "Private Grif! You should be ashamed of yourself. We've run out of ammo again! That's your responsibility!" Reach let out another annoyed sigh, a small beep on his HUD alerting him. _'Good. It's fully charged.' _

He activated his camo, creeping around down the base until he was directly behind the three soldiers. _'A three on one…but you should've sent four.' _Checking to see if his Magnum was loaded, he ejected the clip and slapped it back in, watching as Texas kept her boot on Grif's crotch.

The orange soldier let out a sigh of relief. "Well, this is the first time my laziness has ever saved my," He let out a pained gasp as Texas grinded her boot harder into his crotch. "Life!" Texas flipped the empty weapon around in her hand, cocking it back like a golf club. Grif raised up the traffic cone in a weak attempt at defense, knowing the pain he would suffer. "Protect me, cone!"

Texas slammed the butt of the Shotgun into Grif's dick AGAIN, this time with a sickening impact as he fell into his maroon buddy. "Four!" The maroon soldier grumbled as Grif crashed into him. "Watch it."

Grif yelled out weakly in reply, his voice a much higher pitch now. "You watch it!" Reach rolled his eyes as the Sergeant tried to show off, yelling in annoyance. "You idiots! Let me show you how it's done!" He turned around, and he received a strong punch to the face from Texas. He fell next to his men, and Grif snarked at him. "Nice demonstration, Sarge."

Eta chuckled at the orange soldier's remark. _"Damn. Talk about being a snarker." _The Sergeant got to his feet, grumbling. "Oh shut up."

Reach stood up and made his way in front of the three soldiers. He deactivated his camo, folding his arms. "Hey Texas? How about you pick on someone who can fight back?" _'I have to make sure they don't end up too badly hurt.' _Though judging by the fact that Grif was holding a medical kit to his crotch, he seemed to be a little late.

"_Reach…what exactly are you planning on doing?" _Eta asked, his tone curious. Taking on the highest ranked Freelancer would seem to many as a brutal, very painful way to commit suicide; there were other, less painful ways to do that.

But, Reach was much more than just that. He was a hyper-lethal assassin; ONI's own top secret dweller of the shadows that could kill with a whisper of a sound or with a firestorm into Hell itself. He trained extensively in stealth and hand-to-hand combat, and even fresh off a battle with the Meta, he was sure he could handle a single opponent.

Even if it happened to be Texas.

Texas looked at Reach, tossing the empty Shotgun away, the weapon being covered in dust. "Is that supposed to be a challenge, Reach?" The former Spartan looked back at the three simulation soldiers, firing his Mangum three times. The paint capsules locked their armor down, rendering them stationary. _'I better make sure the idiots don't get in the way.' _"Possibly. What if it is?" _'This might either be the smartest thing I've done or the worst.'_

Texas chuckled, bringing her fists up into a stance. "Then thanks for the chance. Ever since you fought South and that nutcase, I've been kind of itching for a good match." Reach grunted, getting ready himself. _'Great. What the hell have I gotten myself into now?' _

Texas and Reach circled each other, neither of them flinching. It was like watching a pair of lions stalk around, each of them daring the other to move first. Even with their armor locked down, Reach could still hear the simulation soldiers talking and grimacing. "Ten bucks on the bitch in black." Judging by the high pitch, that sounded like Grif; he sure as hell wouldn't be able to have any children in the future. If he lived that long.

"My money's on the black and red," the Texan accent of the Sergeant grumbled, probably looking around for his trusty Shotgun, even though it was out of ammo. "Heavy is good. If it does not work, you can hit the bastard with it."

"Hey Reach, can you hand me that little paint gun of yours and move to the side?" Texas asked, easing up. "I want to shut these morons up first; they're giving me a headache." Reach grunted, drawing his Magnum and firing at them more. _'Please. You'd just shoot at me instead of them.'_

Somehow, Grif's codpiece managed to attract the paint rounds; his crotch was covered in the light-ish red paint, along with his helmet. The other two were pinned down and couldn't even lift their hands due to the paint pinning them to the ground. "Fuck."

Reach rolled his eyes, ejecting the empty clip. "Any good ideas to shut them up, Eta?" The AI paused, snickering. _"None that wouldn't kill them, sadly. It's not like we have duct tape; I think Maine has that at the Blue Base, along with Florida…or should I say, Cappy." _Reach let out a small grumble, placing the sidearm on his hip. "Don't ever say that. Once was enough." _'Goddammit Florida.'_

Eta laughed again and Reach faced Texas once more, cracking his neck. The black Freelancer seemed to grin at him as she got back in her stance. "What, do you not trust me or something? I'm hurt."

Reach grunted, circling her once more. "Stow it." Texas snickered as she raised her fists back up. "Ooh, so you're gonna be in charge? I like it when you're demanding." Reach hissed mentally; he may have not had the surgical procedures that the Spartan IIs did, including the decreased sex drive, but as he used to be ONI's assassin, he never thought about a relationship other than the brief one he had with Noble Team on the planet he was named after. _'You are not helping right now.'_

-0-

Florida watched as the Alpha patrolled the top of Blue Base, with Tucker standing guard by the flag to make sure it was kept safe from any intruders. _'I wonder if they've realized it yet. They're pretty much perfect for each other.'_

A small smile on his lips, he turned as he heard Maine's footsteps behind him; the big man wasn't the best when it came to stealth, even if he was equipped with an Active Camouflage unit like Texas and Reach. He was simply too large physically, and he preferred to use his brute strength in combat.

Maine let out a low inquisitor growl, and Florida removed his helmet to get some fresh air and talk to his fellow Freelancer face-to-face. "Are you wondering why I decided to send Reach and Tex alone to Red Base?"

Maine nodded, removing his domed helmet and running a hand over his smooth bald head. Sigma let out a small chuckle. _"He thinks that you possibly had…other considerations when you made that choice."_

Florida smiled, shrugging his shoulders. "Well, you wouldn't be wrong. It's about time they had some time to themselves." Maine let out a grunt, flexing his arms and stroking the scar across his throat. Sigma covered part of his face, blinking. _"Uh, Maine? I'm not too sure that was the best thing to say. I don't think it'll jump right to that, yet."_

Florida smirked, folding his arms and looking out at the Alpha as he continued his patrol. "Don't worry Maine and Sig. That won't happen just yet. But, we can help assist them into the right direction."

Maine let out a hiss, shaking his head. Sigma let out another chuckle, the fiery red AI seemingly amused by whatever the massive yet silent Freelancer had said. _"Oh my…he's wondering if we're here to help you play matchmaker." _

Florida smirked and looked over in the direction of Red Base, some way in the distance. "All in due time, my friend. All in due time."

_**A/N: I know…you all want the fight between Tex and Reach (and in some cases, romance), but I was kinda losing it in this chapter, and I needed to end it before it never got finished. Until next time!**_


	13. Chapter 13

_**A/N: Sorry for not updating this. My laptop died a brutal, brutal death and I needed to get a new one, but don't worry. I'm back, and I have the chapter we've all been waiting for: Reach vs. Tex**_

***Chapter 13***

Reach circled Texas, his hands raised up as he got ready to fight the most hardcore of the Freelancers. _'From the footage I saw, she made a bout with Wyoming, York, and Maine seem easy. Three on one…they should've sent four.'_

Even though they were both wearing their helmets, the former Spartan could feel as if the blonde was grinning at him from behind her visor. "What's the matter, Reach~? I thought I was supposed to be the 'bad one' here~."

'_Oh for…why the hell is she talking to me in that way?' _Reach sighed mentally. Maybe it was a tactic to catch him off guard, or maybe something else. He wasn't sure he really wanted to know if it was; labeling the borderline flirtatious tone as a distraction technique would let him sleep easier. _'If I get any at all.'_

"_Your heart rate's up," _Eta whispered in his head. _"Don't show her you're surprised." _Reach had neutralized his fair share of 'Freedom Fighters' in the colonies before his assignment to Noble Team, so he had plenty of experience in morally dirty warfare. In battling Freelancers though, who were highly trained soldiers, he had only fought two: South Dakota and Missouri before he became the Meta.

Both of those bouts had some challenge; the one with South due to her surprising agility and his wounds from his failed last stand on Reach and the one with Missouri due to the man's sheer strength, even before his augmentations. But both were predictable in the way they fought, and Reach defeated both of them.

Texas, though, was a completely different animal. It seemed that her style of hand-to-hand was a mixture of all the Freelancers put together, and he didn't forget the fact that even off of a newly healed broken leg, she was more than capable of kicking ass, as the Red simulation soldiers found out the hard way.

"What the fuck are they doing? Having a flirting contest?" Grif muttered, his voice still a very high pitch. Texas glanced at Reach before picking up a rock, holding her hand out. "Wait a second."

She then threw the rock at Grif's crotch, and the orange soldier howled in pain again, unable to protect his completely ruined groin. "WHY!?"

"Oh, come on. You had to see that one coming," Simmons muttered, receiving a kick to the head from Texas. "SHUT UP!"

The two soldiers groaned (or in Grif's case, whimpered) in pain, unable to move with paint rounds covering their arms and legs. "I'll agree with you, Grif. Money's on the bitch." Simmons received another punch, Texas standing over him. "Didn't I just tell you to shut the fuck up!? And don't call me a bitch, bitch."

"Yeah, Private Bitch," Grif and the Sergeant, pinned next to him, muttered at the same time. Texas shook her head before getting back in position, beckoning to Reach. "Well, come on, 'Mr. I'm-now-in-command.' I'm the bad one by disobeying, right~?"

'_She's got to be kidding me…' _he thought in slight frustration. He killed his external speakers so he could speak freely to the AI. "Initiate a countdown timer on both of our HUDs. I'm tired of playing this game." Eta chuckled and a small timer appeared in his HUD. _"You know that Agent Texas can hear you, right?"_

"Yes. I don't really care," the former Spartan replied, hearing the blonde Freelancer let out a mock sigh. _"Oh, I'm so hurt~."_

The timer ticked down to zero, and both Freelancers swung into action. Texas spun around, attempting to catch Reach with a high spinning kick. The former Spartan raised his arms above his head, catching her leg before thrusting upwards. _'Hopefully that'll knock her off balance.' _

Texas flipped, landing on her feet. _'Or, maybe not.' _The blonde shrugged her shoulders and stalked around him like a patient tiger. "Hmmm...not bad at all~." Reach swung his fist, prepared to have the strike blocked. He didn't expect for her to grab it and use his own momentum to launch him past her. _'Well…that helps narrow my options down.'_

Reach skidded to a halt, his left leg accidently kicking back and hitting Grif in the crotch again. The orange soldier started to cry as his dick attracted immense pain once more. "NOOOOO!"

"Ah, shut up. It's not like you're getting laid anytime soon," Texas muttered, bringing out a few snickers from the other two Reds. Reach regained his composure, swinging his leg backwards to give Grif some more genital pain in an attempt to make him shut up before he swung a fist, hoping he could feint and hit her with his other.

Texas ducked out of the way, but Reach's follow-up hit her in the stomach, making her wince. "So rough~." Reach brought up his elbow to hit her again, but Texas grabbed it, attempting to spin him around so she could put him in a chokehold. _'Clever…'_

He elbowed her in the stomach, making her loosen her grip and allowing him to slither his way free. Texas let out another wince and she kicked back at him. "What's up with you and hitting my stomach?"

Reach ducked under the kick, ready to punch when another low kick tripped him up. Texas then did something he didn't count on and somehow managed to take his helmet off. Reach blinked, the harsh desert light briefly blinding him.

"Goddamn, that's one scarred dude," Simmons muttered, making his Sergeant turn on him. "Hey Private Bitch, didn't we just tell you to shut up?"

Reach hated when people stared too long at his face. With the Mark VI helmet on, no one could see the scar on his cheek that he got from a knife-fight with an Insurrectionist Lieutenant, or the one he had from his temple to the corner of his left eye from hand-to-hand with a Brute Major.

Reach lunged forward, surprising Texas as he picked her up and slammed her on her back, a gasp leaving the black Freelancer as she got winded. He then swung himself on top of her, attempting to pin her arms above her head. Texas coiled her legs up, kicking the former Spartan off of her. Reach landed on the ground like a big cat of some kind, launching himself back at the blonde and knocking her own helmet off.

Texas struggled briefly under his weight, her arms pinned from his strong grasp. She then looked up, her dark blue eyes locking with Reach's brown ones. "So…you actually managed to end up on top of me." Texas shrugged, a small smirk on her face. "Not a position I dislike, I'll admit."

Reach nearly rubbed his temples in frustration as he heard the simulation soldiers snicker, and he gave the blonde an unamused look. "Did you mean for that to sound incredibly wrong in every possible way?"

Texas shrugged, looking up innocently. "I have no idea what you mean~." She then grimaced and squinted up. "Two things. One: you are really fucking heavy. Two: this probably the most uncomfortable place I've ever laid down on."

"And your point is what?" Reach returned, not releasing her. Texas grinned and rolled him, so that she was now on top of him. "This is more comfortable for me." Reach wasn't sure how to react to this unexpected chain of events, and he tried to think of every other possible explanation. "…" _'Where the hell is this going?'_

'_And goddammit Emile. You always made stupid jokes about me and Kathy after what you saw in training. But I have no fucking clue as what the hell to say or do. I think you had more experience in this field than me.' _

-0-

Church looked through the scope of his Sniper Rifle, Tucker right next to him. "What the hell is going on at the Red Base?" He lowered the weapon, and Tucker strained to see what he was able to. "Dude, what do you mean?"

For the first time ever, Church handed Tucker the rifle, and he was speechless for a few moments. "Okay…if I didn't know better, I'd say the Reds got the shit kicked out of them by those two new people, and those two are about to start going 'Bow chicka bow wow'."

Church let out a sigh, taking the rifle back. "Is absolutely everything with you about sex?" Tucker seemed to think about it constantly, even when he was supposed to be on watch. Church didn't forget when he accidently walked in on Tucker during 'alone time'. Even the normally laidback Captain Flowers wasn't too impressed.

Church looked back through the scope, sighing. "I don't think so, dude. Those two just got done with their own private fight, and they might be Freelancers for the Reds."

"Wait, like the giant guy back at base?" Tucker asked. So far, the only things they knew about the massive man wearing white armor were that he was huge, mute, wielded an equally scary weapon, didn't take shit from anybody, and knew Captain Flowers. "What are Freelancers, anyway?"

"They're like special soldiers trained by the military, and they have all sorts of fancy equipment," Church explained. "They're like mercenaries and help out whatever base needs them the most."

"Right…well, I think the big guy's one. I saw some strange mini red person on his shoulder once before he growled at me and brandished that knifle thing," Tucker said, looking longingly at the Sniper Rifle.

Church opened his mouth to reply when he heard footsteps, and he turned around to see Captain Flowers and the new giant. He snapped to attention immediately, Tucker doing the same. "Sir!"

"At ease, gents," Flowers said. "Command believes it is time to increase our ranks at Blue Base, and we'll be getting a rookie." Church and Tucker shared a glance, not sure why Command was sending in a rookie when they had this massive brute of a man on their team. "…okay…"

"He'll be reporting here tomorrow, along with a special weapons package," Flowers told them, the massive man next to him not saying anything, partially because he was not a talkative sort and partially because he couldn't say anything due to being mute.

Flowers then pointed to the man, looking at his domed visor. "This is the newest addition to our team, and one of my old friends: Agent Maine." Maine let out a deep growl, followed by low, rattling hiss. Captain Flowers chuckled and slapped him on the back gently. "Don't worry big guy; they won't be a nuisance. But, if for some reason I buy the farm, you're in charge."

Maine hissed again, and he walked away from them, drawing the gun/knife/knifle thing from his back and using the blade on the end to carve something in the sand. Flowers looked at it, and he let out a soft sigh. "Oh dear, oh dear…I knew that the Reds were going to get a warm welcome…but that's a bit unexpected. Church, do you mind handing me your rifle for a second?"

Church handed his captain the rifle, and waited as he looked through the scope at the Red Base on the far end of the canyon. "Oh my…Maine, you remember what I said about giving them time to themselves? Well…two guesses as to what is going on." The massive man let out a grunt and took the rifle, looking through the scope silently before growling and shaking his head.

Flowers chuckled and handed the rifle back to Church, seemingly amused by the very strange events going on at the Red Base. "Don't worry, Maine. I doubt it'll leap into that immediately. Give it a few days, though. And my money's on Reach being the new Red Team leader after this."

Maine sighed and walked back to the base, Flowers turning to Church and Tucker. "Make sure no one on the Reds tries to sneak up on us. Though after that brutal beatdown they just suffered, I doubt that'll be happening anytime soon."

"No shit," Tucker muttered, bringing a bit of laughter from the captain before he followed Maine back to base. Church shook his head and looked back through the scope of his rifle, observing the Reds. "Hey dude, I think those two aren't going to be fucking just yet. The one in black just got off of the one in red and black, and it seems that Flowers was right; the new guy seems to be the new leader."

"Ah man…I wanted to see some really raunchy desert sex. But even if they did, the Reds would have a world-class view! How come we can't get a chick on our team!?" Tucker complained. Church sighed and shook his head, tempted to smack some sense into his teammate's head. "Tucker, I doubt any chick would want to fuck you."

-0-

Reach glared at Texas in slight annoyance as he heard the Reds started wolf-whistling. "Can you, you know, get off of me?" _'This is probably the most awkward position I've found myself in during my entire life.' _Then he briefly remembered a certain incident that happened in Spartan III training and amended that thought. _'Okay, the second most awkward position I've ever been in.' _Emile always laughed about how he caught Reach being dragged into his armor locker by Kathy in training, even though nothing really happened (apart from a little 'feeling each other up').

Texas gave a small pouty face, reluctantly getting up. "Aw, but you're quite comfortable. You'd make a good pillow." She stood up, retrieving their helmets and tossing Reach's to him. "Here; I think Eta caught just about all of that and is going to start relaying it to Sigma."

'_Oh for…' _Reach sighed mentally as he put on his helmet, latching it back on. "Do not send any of that to Sigma. Otherwise, I'll never hear the end of it from Maine." Even as gruff and sometimes humorless as he was, the big guy knew blackmail material when it popped up.

"_I don't think I have to. They already saw it from their side of the canyon," _Eta replied with a snicker. Reach rubbed his head, groaning. "You're kidding me, right?"

"_I'm afraid not. And Sigma says that Maine already threatened one of the Blues for staring at him for too long," _the AI said. Reach let out a sigh and walked over to the Reds, Texas next to him. "Should we let them free? Or do we let them bake in the sun for hours?"

Texas shrugged, giving him a playful nudge on the shoulder. "Hmmm…I don't know~. You're the leader, after all~." Reach turned around, looking at her in slight surprise. "What?" _So because I managed to pin you down, you decided to make me the leader of these dumbasses? Fuuuuuck…'_

"What the hell do you think you're doing!? I'm the leader of this team!" the sergeant said indignantly, struggling. Grif let out a sigh, trying to break the paint on his arms to rub his head. "Sarge, you got your ass handed to you by a girl."

"So did you, fat-ass," Simmons chimed in. Reach let out a frustrated sigh as Grif, the Sergeant, and Texas all turned on him at the same time. "Oh shut up, Private Bitch." Simmons lowered his head in shame (or attempted to, as he was still stuck) and quietly murmured, "Okay…"

Texas spied the empty Shotgun she threw on the ground earlier, and she picked it up, holding it like a golf club. "Hmm…heavy is good. If you ever happen to run out of ammo, you can always do this instead." She slammed it into Grif's crotch again, and the sickening impact made Reach wince. "I think you've proven your point a few times by now." _'I doubt he's going to be getting some anyway…but still.'_

Texas gave a mock sigh and folded her arms, probably sticking her tongue out at the former Spartan from under her helmet. "Killjoy." Reach rolled his eyes and reluctantly freed the Reds, and as they grumbled about getting their asses kicked by a girl, something intrigued Reach a bit. "If you're supposed to be the Reds, then why the hell is Grif orange?"

"Because he's a dumbass," Simmons answered seriously, making Reach roll his eyes again and rub his temples in frustration. "Can you put that in a memo and label it 'Shit I already know'?" _'No shit he's a dumbass. Why else would you willingly sit around in the middle of a desert box canyon while your own flag is at the 'enemy' base?'_

"You know, you don't need to try and be a kiss-ass," Grif muttered. "I vote for the new guy to be team leader. He obviously can actually win a fight." Simmons turned on him, indignant. "And you call me the kiss-ass!?"

"Shut up Private Bitch," the sergeant grumbled, still mad about his missing Shotgun. "And don't you dare vote me out as team-"

"I vote for him, too," Simmons cut him off, shrugging apologetically at the sergeant. "Sorry Sarge, but he might actually care about getting our damn flag back from the Blues."

"You let them get the flag!?" Sarge yelled out, angry with his men. "How the hell did you idiots let them do that while you were supposed to be on watch!?"

"It was in the middle of the night! We were asleep!" Simmons protested. Sarge let out an annoyed growl. "When I get my trusty weapon back, you better watch your asses. I have a Shotgun full of pills for your insubordination." Reach rolled his eyes and held up his hand. "All of you, shut up." _'I have had enough of this bullshit.' _

The Reds stopped bickering and looked at him, quiet. The former Spartan then noticed that Grif actually was a bit chubby, and he let out a mental sigh. _'I need to get these guys into shape. Otherwise, they'll never get their damn flag back.' _"Now that you've decided to act your age and not your IQ, listen. I have a plan that'll get the damn flag back. Are you with me, or do you need a damn translator to help you comprehend simple instructions?" _'Not sure if that was too harsh…but they need to understand I don't put up with bullshit.'_

"Yeah, we're definitely making this guy the new leader. Look, even part of his armor is red," Simmons murmured quietly. Texas gave the maroon soldier a sharp look, raising her fist. "I thought you were supposed to be listening."

Reach flashed a glance at her, silently thanking the black Freelancer. He killed his external speakers briefly to talk with Eta. "Find me the dates for supply drops and reinforcements for the Red Team." As the AI searched for the dates, Reach turned his speakers back on, addressing the Reds. "Now, from what I can tell, you are the least fit soldiers I have ever come across. Normally, I'd say you're out of shape, but in order for that, you actually need to be in shape first."

"Ooooh~!" Texas whistled. "Cold-blooded~!" Reach's lip twitched slightly, and the Reds shared a glance, realizing he had a point. Florida may have been laidback, but he still kept his men fit and somewhat disciplined. _'This is going to be a long, tiring, and very frustrating process.'_

"_Got them. Command's sending the Red Team in Blood Gulch a rookie, who'll be here in a day. But, they've already sent the first shipment today, and it's on the edge of the Red Team's territory." _Eta informed. Reach's eyebrows rose, and he and Texas shared a glance, the black Freelancer shrugging. "So, a shipment, huh?"

He cleared his throat before barking out an order. "Get going. You've got a shipment waiting for you on the edge of Red territory. The last one to reach the meeting point gets to do 100 squats. And don't be a moron and stop at 69." _'Goddammit Emile…you really enjoyed driving me and Carter nuts by doing that.'_

"Yes sir!" Simmons and Grif yelled out, the two running (or in Grif's case, lazily jogging). Sarge looked like he wanted to argue, but the cracking of Texas's knuckles changed his mind quickly and he ran after the two, grumbling something that sounded a lot like, "Bastard."

Reach and Texas let out a sigh, looking at each other. "Well…I'll race you there." The former Spartan let out a grunt and took off after her, easily matching her pace. "I've already beaten you once today. Don't think I won't do it again."

"As long as I get to use you as a pillow later, I'm fine with that."

"Please don't…"

_**A/N: Well…there you go! Next up, the argument of whether a Warthog looks like a pig or a puma XD. More romance later as well! Till next time!**_


	14. Chapter 14

_**A/N: Here we go! Chapter 14 of Agent Reach is here! This may end up being a bit different from the way I originally played it out (more ridiculous with the Reds and Blues driving Tex, Maine, and Reach crazy, along with sealing York's fate), but here it is! Hope you enjoy it.**_

***Chapter 14***

Reach and Texas reached the rendezvous point first, and they waited until the rest of the Reds arrived. When they did, Simmons and Sarge were panting normally, but Grif sounded as if he was having an asthma attack. Not to mention he was also the last to arrive.

Simmons stiffened upon seeing the Freelancers, gulping. "Um, sir! Grif was the last to arrive!" The chubby orange soldier let out a groan and turned on him. "Dude, you are the worst kind of person. No shit I'm the last! He's not blind!"

Before a ridiculous argument could break out, Reach held up his hand. "Both of you, stow it. Grif, you know what you have to do." The orange soldier sighed and began doing the squats obediently, groaning as he probably did the most amount of exercise in his life in a span of five minutes. "Any reason why we're actually doing this?"

"Yes. The Blues stole your flag partially because they're in shape and somewhat disciplined," Reach replied dryly. _'They'll be more fit now that Maine is there.'_

The Reds looked at each other, and Reach shared a brief message with Texas. "Make sure Grif does them." The black Freelancer nodded, probably imagining giving the chubby soldier more genital pain. Reach turned around, and he sighed as he saw the shipment Command had sent the Reds. "Are you kidding me?" _'Of all the damn things for the military to waste on these idiots…'_

Texas briefly looked back, and she shook her head. "A Warthog?" Reach looked around it, observing the specs. _'Let's see…heavy machine gun, mag bumper suspension, three-inch armor plating, and seating for three. Yes, it's a damn Warthog; more specifically the M12-LRV.' _

Reach sighed again before turning to the Reds. "This is your shipment from Command. It's called the M12-LRV, also known throughout the UNSC as the Warthog." Grif grunted as he still did the 100 squats under the menacing stare from Texas. "Why Warthog, sir?"

The former Spartan was tempted to rub his head in frustration. "Because I seriously doubt that any of you would be able to say M12-LRV in conversation." Grif shook his head, squatting more. "No, I mean it doesn't really look like a pig."

"Come again?" Reach and Texas asked at the same time. Grif finished the squats and stood up, flinching. "I…I think it looks more like a puma." Sarge turned around, glaring at the Private. "And what in Sam's hell is a puma?"

Reach groaned and face-palmed mentally. _'You have got to be fucking joking…' _The Red Team used to be lead by a stereotypical senile old man who probably should have ended up in a retirement home by now. Or be locked in an insane asylum. One of the two.

Simmons looked at Grif, confused. "What, you mean the shoe company?" Reach shared an exasperated glance with Texas, who shrugged. "I don't know what they mean. Though fat-ass does have a point. Why do they call it the Warthog if it looks more like a cat?"

"Don't encourage them," Reach groaned, listening as Grif explained a puma's appearance to Sarge and Simmons. "No, it's a big cat. Like a lion." Sarge pointed an accusing finger at him, stalking over to him. "You're making that up."

"I'm telling you, it's a real fucking animal!" Grif protested, only for Sarge to turn to Simmons. "Simmons, I'd like for you to poison Grif's next meal." The maroon soldier started to say, "Yes sir", when he caught the eyes of Reach and Texas, the black Freelancer cracking her knuckles. "Sir, there is an officer here…and he's the one in command."

'_At least he remembered that,' _Reach thought. "Thank you, Private. Now Grif, I believe the reason they named it the Warthog is because these tow hooks look like tusks. And what animal has tusks?" _'Please don't say anything stupid…'_

"A walrus," Grif answered seriously, making Reach, Texas, and Simmons groan in frustration and face-palm. Sarge turned on the Private, annoyed as well. "Didn't I just tell you to stop making up animals!?"

Reach rolled his eyes, annoyed with the childish bickering. "All of you, enough. We're sticking with the Warthog because that's what it's called. No other animals or mythological creatures." Sarge snorted and turned around to face Grif. "How 'bout it Grif?"

The orange soldier shook his head, taking Reach's order. "No, I'm good." Sarge grunted and started listing random creatures. "Are you sure? How about Sasquatch?"

Grif shook his head again, not fazed. "No thanks, sir."

"Yeti?"

"No thanks."

"Bigfoot?"

"Leprechaun?" Simmons joined in, making Grif roll his eyes. "Hey, he doesn't need any help, man." Sarge suggested another mythological creature, "Phoenix?" before Texas grabbed Grif's pistol and slammed it into the sergeant's stomach. "Shut up!"

The man doubled over, winded, and Texas then kicked him onto his back. He grimaced and looked over to Simmons. "Hey Simmons, what's that Mexican lizard? Eats all the goats?"

"The Chupacabra?" the maroon soldier tried, and Sarge nodded. "Hey Grif; the Chupathingy! I like it; it's got a ring to it."

-0-

Church looked through the scope of his Sniper Rifle, still spying on the Reds. "Hmmm…it looks like they've got some sort of car down there." Next to him, Tucker started to complain."What!? How come they get a car?"

Church rolled his eyes and lowered the rifle. "What are you complaining about? Captain Flowers says we're going to be getting a tank in the next drop." Tucker sighed and looked down, disappointed. "You can't pick up chicks in a tank…"

Church glared at his teammate, frustrated. "You know what? You could bitch about anything. We're about to get a fucking tank, and you're worried about chicks. What chicks are we going to pick up in the middle of fucking nowhere!? And secondly, how the hell are you going to pick up chicks in a car that looks like that?"

"What kind is it?" Tucker asked. Church shook his head and looked back through the scope. "I don't know man; I've never seen a car like that. It looks like a…like a big cat of some kind." Tucker paused, turning back to him. "What, like a puma?"

"Yeah man, there you go."

-0-

_Sidewinder_

York paused, gasping for breath. His tan armor was dented, and one of the shoulder panels was ruined beyond repair. He had been running from the Director for the last few days, and now he had Wyoming on his tail. The British Freelancer always got his man, so it was only a matter of time before he was caught. _'I have to see her body for myself…'_

"_Agent York, your suit is breached. May I suggest we head to the nearest UNSC outpost for repairs?" _Delta asked. York shook his head, panting heavily. "We don't have time. If we stop, then we're finished. We have to keep-"

He let out a pained cry as a round from a Magnum tore through his leg. York fell in a heap, blood staining the white snow below from the wound. He heard footsteps behind him, along with a familiar accent. "Sorry old chap. I don't like having to kill you, but orders are orders, mate." Wyoming.

York turned his head, his leg burning with pain as the white Freelancer walked up to him, his Magnum leveled at York's head with his Sniper Rifle across his back. The British man shrugged apologetically, his finger about to pull the trigger. "Nothing personal, York."

York gritted his teeth as he tried to crawl away from the pistol, biting his lip to prevent from crying out. "You're a fool, Reg. The Director's using you!" It was a gamble he was willing to play, if it meant he could find out the truth behind Carolina's death.

Wyoming laughed bitterly, aiming the sidearm. "The Director? As if. I'm after that bastard Maine for what he did to me. Who do you think really killed our dear Carolina, as well as Reach and Texas? Not to mention he stole our AIs."

York shook his head, not believing a word he had just said. "No…not Maine. He wouldn't dare try to kill Carolina, or Reach and Tex for that matter. The Director had something to do with it, I'm telling you!" There was no shame in pleading to try and stay alive. Not if it meant he could find out what really happened to the three. "Maine vanished too! He's presumed dead on our team roster!"

Wyoming laughed again, amused in a slightly sadistic way that was unlike the Brit. "Oh old friend…I never thought you of all people would stoop so low as to actually beg. If those are your last words, then I'm quite disappointed. I expected more resistance. Besides, who else could it have been besides Maine? No one else is mute and uses a Brute Shot." His finger crept into the trigger guard, ready to fire. "Goodbye, Agent York."

York saw someone else appear; someone massive. Whoever it was, they too wielded a Brute Shot, and they let out a deep, menacing growl. Yet when they were close enough for York to see the details on the armor, the tan Freelancer knew who it was. _"Missouri… you bastard.' _

With Wyoming about to pull the trigger, York jerked his head to the blue/green Freelancer. "Why don't you ask him, then?" Wyoming turned around, and Missouri swung the Brute Shot with a furious hiss. The blunt end caught Wyoming in the stomach, tossing him to the ground. The sidearm fell from his grasp as he was knocked unconscious, lying face down in the cold snow.

York looked up at Missouri as he stopped to pick up the fallen Magnum, growling. "So…it was you all along. You're the one who killed Carolina, aren't you!?"

Several AIs appeared around him, and York's eyes widened under his helmet. _'Iota, Gamma, and Omega…no. Tex too?' _The fourth AI was unknown to him, but it was the same color as Omega and female, although it looked even more sadistic. _"We are the Meta, Agent York. And yes, we did dispose of Agent Carolina. Her corpse is rotting in an icy pit, though a fiery one would have been more preferable. Hearing her scream would have been thrilling."_

York glanced over at the Sniper Rifle across Wyoming's back, and he tried to launch himself towards it. The Meta caught him by the arm and pulled his shoulder out of the socket with an angry hiss, making him cry out again.

The female AI shook her head, smiling sadistically. _"I don't think so, Agent York. Now that you know who we are, you can't be allowed to live anymore. We already have our hands full trying to find Reach, Texas, and Maine; another pest could make things…difficult for us."_

York struggled to break free from the Meta's iron grip, but whatever the Director had done to him, it made him impossibly strong. Even when he was still a 'normal' Freelancer, he was strong, but now, trapped in his grasp, York could see how Carolina could die. Holding the struggling Freelancer in one hand, the Meta placed his Brute Shot across his back casually, growling.

York tried to kick out, but the Meta twisted his already dislocated shoulder, making him cry out as the pain nearly blinded him. The female AI shook her head again, though this time in mock disappointment. _"It looks like you didn't understand. Maybe we should…let it sink in a bit more."_

The Meta growled, and he grabbed York by the throat, holding him up in the air and squeezing. The tan Freelancer began to choke, starting to black out as the Meta squeezed every last breath out of him. He tried to reach for the Brute Shot across his back, but the augmented soldier growled and turned his back away, realizing what he was up to. _'N-no…'_

The Meta growled again, slamming his fist into York's chest and breaking the ribs. As he gasped out in pain, unable to breathe properly, the Meta tossed him down, aiming the sidearm at his head.

"_Goodbye, Agent York," _the female AI hissed. The Meta squeezed the trigger, and a single shot rang out in the still air, going straight through York's head and killing him. As his body slumped into the snow, blood surrounding it, the Meta bent down and removed his helmet. York's glassy eyes gazed back at him lifelessly, and the Meta reached into the back of his skull, yanking out the chip containing Delta.

The Meta implanted the green AI into him, and he shook off the shivers as he felt another entity become one with him. Omega smirked and folded his arms. _"We've taken Agent New York out of the equation. Now Zeta, I think it's time we execute Phase 2."_

Zeta let out a frustrated snort, glaring at her counterpart. _"And what may that be?" _Omega smirked again, the other AIs drawing in to hear.

"_Infiltrate the Blue Base in Blood Gulch."_

_**A/N: Dun-dun-dun-dun! **__**Next up, the rookies (Donut and Caboose) join the action! Until next time!**_


	15. Chapter 15

_**A/N: Chapter 15 of Agent Reach is here, ladies and gentlemen. This time (after sealing York's horrible, rather painful death courtesy of the Meta), Caboose and Donut join the action! Plus, Reach and Sarge go to Command for orders (and for him to explain the chain of command to our favorite drill sergeant), leaving 'The Destroyer of Grif's Dick' in charge!**_

***Chapter 15***

Texas walked on top of the Red Base, watching as the two idiots called Grif and Simmons stood 'watch', which anyone else with even a slight military background could see was just standing around and talking. _'Reach...what the hell? You leave me in charge while you go off to Command to get 'orders'? Goddammit…'_

She then thought about the massive headache he was most likely suffering from, and being trapped in a Pelican with the world's most senile sergeant wouldn't help matters in the slightest. _'Maybe I shouldn't have forced him to take charge…but he IS the ranking officer out of everyone.' _

"Hey, that's not how it happened," Simmons protested, jerking Texas out of her thoughts. Grif let out a snort, annoyed. "Yes, it is. You said, 'I'm not going to the Vegas quadrant', and next thing I know,-"

The black Freelancer took notice of another person in red armor approaching them, and something told her that he was going to be fruitier than she thought was possible. This was most likely the new recruit Reach and Eta had mentioned, and he approached Simmons and Grif. "Excuse me, sirs?"

"Sirs?" Grif turned around, saw the rookie, and sighed. "Ah crap." The rookie stood in front of them, standing straight (even though he probably wasn't). "I was told to report to Blood Gulch Outpost Alpha and speak to whoever's in charge."

Grif shrugged and leaned back against the wall casually. "Sorry, but the Lieutenant and Sarge are at Command getting new orders. No one's in charge today." Texas took the moment to clear her throat and stalk over to the three. "Actually Private, he left me in charge."

Grif immediately covered his crotch, shielding his already ruined-beyond-repair dick from further injury. If that was still possible at this point. "Fuck! She is still here!" Simmons rubbed his head, sighing. "What's your story, Private?"

"Private Donut reporting for duty, sir. I'm ready to fight some aliens," the rookie boasted proudly, nearly making Texas burst out laughing. _'Oh my fucking God…Private Donut!? Who the hell names their kid THAT!?' _

Grif clearly had the same thoughts, because he shared a glance with the black Freelancer. "Private Donut? First off, I think someone needs a new nickname. And secondly, what the hell is up with your armor color?"

"Well, this IS the standard issue red," Donut pointed out, making Texas and Simmons snicker. _'Damn…getting told straight by the gay guy. Talk about irony.' _Grif let out another frustrated sigh. "Yeah, I know. Only two kinds of people wear standard red: officers and recruits. And since you're not trying to kick me in the dick or threatening to gut me like a fish like the one in black, you're definitely not an officer."

"Well, his armor's red," Donut stated, pointing at Simmons. The maroon soldier shook his head, and Texas rolled her eyes under her helmet. "No, my armor's maroon. Your armor is red." The black Freelancer suddenly understood why Reach was frustrated with them after only a day. _'I feel your pain…I swear, this moron's fucking colorblind!' _

"Well, how do I get different color armor then?" Donut asked, making Texas sigh again and look out into the canyon. "You know, I seriously doubt the Blues have to deal with this kind of bullshit." _'If that happened…I think we would hear the screams and see one of the Blues impaled on the cliff face by Maine's Brute Shot.'_

-0-

Church and Tucker stared at the tank they got in their drop, trying to ignore the very annoying new Private that arrived as well. "So I say to the guy, 'How are you going to get the tank down to the planet?', and the guy says, 'I'll fly it down on the ship', so I say, 'If you've got a ship that can carry a tank, why not just put guns on the ship and use it instead?'"

'_Oh my God…I swear, if I don't fucking kill him in a few days, then that guy Maine will,' _Church thought irritably. Before he could issue a very long and well thought-out death threat, Tucker spoke. "Hey kid? You're ruining the moment. Shut up."

"Oh, okay. You got it man," the rookie replied. Church rolled his eyes and looked back at the tank, loving the massive cannon on it. "You know what? I could blow up the whole Goddamn world with this thing." Tucker was enjoying many different thoughts, however, and he looked at the side seats on the treads. "Forget what I said. We could easily pick up chicks in this thing. Probably two or three apiece."

'_Is this all he fucking thinks about?' _Church wondered, shaking his head. "Aw man, listen to you. What are you going to do with three chicks?" Tucker turned back to him, and he could feel his teammate smirking under the helmet. "Church, women are like Voltron. The more you pick up, the better it gets."

"Well, to tell you the truth, I have a girl back home," Church lied, thinking on his feet. He had told Tucker several lies before, and he actually believed them all. Even though anyone who's IQ was positive could tell that they spelt 'BULLSHIT!' in giant blue letters. _'He'd probably believe me if I told them that a hot redhead was performing a striptease on our damn flag.'_

"Really? Did you get married?" Tucker asked, completely buying the bullshit lie. Church let out a dramatic sigh, shaking his head. "Nah. I was going to, but then I got shipped out, and well…you know how it happens." _'Wow…this sounds like almost every single war movie.' _

The rookie forgot the order to shut up, and he boasted, "I'm not gonna get married. My dad always said, 'Why buy the cow when you can get the milk for free?'" Church and Tucker turned to face him, annoyed. _'Pretend to be angry...not like it's hard or anything.' _"Hey rookie, did you just call my girlfriend a cow?"

Tucker shook his head, almost shocked. "No dude, I think he called her a slut." Church rolled his eyes, fed up with the newcomer already. "Look noob, I could sit here and listen to you insult my girlfriend all day. But as it turns out, I've got an important job for you."

The rookie seemed eager, and he stood up a little straighter. "Really? What is it?" Church and Tucker shared a glance, thinking the same thing for once. _'Time to make the rookie learn where he stands.' _"You see, we've got this…General guy."

"Right; the General," Tucker hesitated. He clearly was thinking about something else that involved him and multiple girls, judging by the slight growing in his codpiece. _'Goddammit Tucker…think about something else besides girls for once!' _Church groaned mentally."And he likes to make a random inspection of the bases. So what I'm going to have you do is stand next to our flag, just in case he comes by." _'If his IQ is even a decimal point…he'll tell we're bullshitting so heavily.'_

"When will he stop by?" the rookie asked, completely buying the lie. Church shrugged, starting to run out of ideas to add on. "We never know. It could be today; it could be a week from now." The rookie stared at him, looking disbelieving. "You want me to stand at attention for a week?"

"You know, you don't sound very grateful. This is the most important job in the base. You're going to be right there with the flag," Church stated, shaking his head. _'For once Tucker, think about something to add on to my long fucking lie!' _

"What's so important about a flag?" the rookie asked, not budging. Church rolled his eyes, getting impatient with him. "Didn't they teach you anything in basic?" _'No one ever mentions a stupid flag in basic…they expect you to know that shit already. In my mind.' _"It's the flag, man…" _'Okay, I'm really starting to run out of ideas here. Tucker, fucking help and say something dammit!' _

"I still don't get it. What's so important about a piece of cloth?" the rookie questioned. Rolling his eyes and trying not to face-palm, Church turned to his wannabe Casanova teammate. "Tucker, tell him will you?"

"It's blue…we're blue…" Tucker tried, out of ideas as well. Church sighed and took back the leadership of 'Biggest Lie Ever, Of All Time'. "Look, just trust me. It's important." The rookie stumbled, taking it seriously. "Okay. How will I know when the General stops by?"

'_Oh my fucking God…does the kid ever shut up!?' _Church screamed mentally, wanting to grab the kid by the throat and stab him with the massive knifle thing that Maine held at all times. "There's only three of us in this damn canyon currently. He'll be someone who doesn't look like us!"

The rookie scampered back into the base, and Church let out a frustrated sigh. "Goddamn, that guy's almost as annoying as you." Tucker snorted, placing one of his hands on his codpiece. "How long before he'll realize we were just fucking with his head?"

Church scoffed and looked back at the tank. "I don't know, and to be honest, I don't give a shit." _'I honestly want to kill him in the slowest and most painful way possible. I might want to ask Maine for tips on that, but I don't think he'll be happy to see us. He already threatened to kill Tucker…but then again, I do that just about every single day so…' _

"Mister Church, sir?" the rookie called out tentatively, making Church lose his cool. "Goddammit, WHAT!? What do you want!?" He turned to Tucker, about to shoot his Sniper Rifle at the rookie. "Tucker, I swear to God, I'm going to fucking kill him!"

"Well, you won't get any arguments from me," the aqua soldier muttered. The rookie shifted from where he was, nervous. "I'm…sorry about calling your girlfriend a slut…" Church violently brandished the rifle, seriously about to fire. "ROOKIE! SHUT UP! JUST SHUT UP! YOU'RE DRIVING ME CRAZY!"

Tucker laughed and looked away, amused with his partner's screaming. "Ah, this is going to be priceless…"

"Hey asshole, did you just laugh at me?"

"No idea what you're talking about."

-0-

Texas sighed in annoyance as the Reds continued to bicker about armor colors. _'We need to get the damn rookie out of our hair…and I think I have the best lie ever, of all time.' _"Okay Donut, listen." _'I'm pretty sure Reach will be slightly less cross when he hears about this…' _

"I just refuse to call him Donut!" Grif muttered, and Texas lashed out with her leg, not looking as her boot connected with Grif's crotch. It seemed to be a magnet for immense pain, and he cried and fell on the floor. "NOT AGAIN!"

Texas sighed and faced the new Private. "Okay, I've got a very important job for you. You think you can handle it?" Donut nodded, eager to impress everyone with his 'dazzling' skills. "Yes ma'am!"

'_Wow…he's actually buying it. What a dumbass…even the other two wouldn't fall for it,' _Texas sighed mentally. "We need you to go down to the store and…pick up some elbow grease." _'If he falls for this…' _

Grif, now able to stand upright correctly, hobbled over to join in, knowing what she was planning. "And get some headlight fluid for the Puma." Texas face-palmed, tempted to take off her helmet and rub her temples to relieve her steadily increasing headache. _'I really know why you wanted a break, Reach…you needed some time to think about what I said without the Reds being complete morons every five seconds.' _

Reach really was kind of clueless when it came to her wooing attempts, but that sort of made it a bit more fun, as she would get to see him be at a loss for words like when she rolled on top of him. _'He is very comfortable…even in that damn armor.' _

"The what?" Donut asked, making Texas shake her head and sigh. "He means the fucking Warthog…" _'I do agree with fat-ass, though. It definitely looks more like a cat than a pig. Maybe, just to have a little fun with Reach, I could write 'PUMA' in big pink letters on both sides.' _

"You do know where the store is, right?" Simmons asked, trying hard not to snicker as he too joined in the lie. Donut nodded, stuttering a little. "Y-yeah! I know where it is."

"Well, what are you waiting for then? Get going!" Texas said, pointing. Donut walked in a circle, confused, before heading towards the wrong end of the canyon. The black Freelancer face-palmed, sighing. "Other way." _'This idiot has probably the absolute worst sense of direction ever, of all time.' _

Donut turned around, heading towards the other end of the canyon. "I know that. I just got turned around." Texas took off her helmet to run a hand through her blonde hair, grinning. "Wow…he actually fucking fell for it."

"How long do you think he'll be gone? Simmons asked, looking at her. Grif shrugged as he watched Donut disappear. "I'd say at least a week." Texas laughed and put her helmet back on, latching the seal. "Normally, I'd say that no one is that stupid, but the evidence is walking away towards what he believes is a store." _'This is priceless…I can't wait to tell Reach.' _

"Are you sure we weren't too mean to the kid?" Simmons fretted, wiping his visor. Texas shook her head and walked back into the base. "Nah. He'll probably just wander around the cliffs for a few hours. What's the worst that'll happen?" She then regretted her choice of words. Saying 'What's the worst that'll happen?' is just as bad as saying, 'How hard can it be?' or, 'At least this didn't happen'. _'Shit…I just jinxed it. Knowing our luck, he'll suffer a horrible, extremely painful death courtesy of Maine. Or a tank.'_

-0-

Donut scoffed as he walked through the canyon, looking back at the Red Base. "Headlight fluid…how stupid do they think I am? When I come back with that elbow grease, I'm going to talk to the Lieutenant." He saw a building that had to be the store, with a tank parked out front. "Finally, I made it. Oh sweet, they sell tanks!"

-0-

Reach face-palmed as Sarge tried to protest that he was the higher rank. "Look, I'm a Sergeant! I'm automatically in command dammit!" The former Spartan let out a frustrated sigh as they waited for the Pelican to dock at the Command Base. _'Has no one told him about the chain of command?' _

He thought about what Texas would do to the Reds while he was away, and he rubbed his head. _'It's not like I had a choice…Grif's a lazy bastard, and Simmons is too much of a kiss-ass. She was my best bet for keeping the morons from killing each other.' _

But there was something else weighing heavily on his mind. _'Why the hell was she acting like that? I mean…could it actually be…that she likes me?' _He sighed and sat down, with Eta running diagnostic checks on his Active Camouflage unit to make sure that it still functioned after the recent repairs. _'Goddammit Emile, why couldn't I have had you along for this kind of advice? You always liked bragging to me, Jorge, Carter, and Jun that you were an expert in the bedroom, especially with the damn secretaries in Noble Base. It took us a good hour to clean up your fucking mess.'_

If the bastard was in Heaven, along with the rest of Noble Team, he was probably looking down and laughing at Reach's dilemma with Texas. _'I can see you now… probably telling me that it's so obvious that a bat could see it.' _

The Pelican landed, and Reach stood up, walking down the ramp and ignoring Sarge's ridiculous claims about him automatically being in charge because he was a sergeant. _'I'll have to issue him a breathalyzer test when I get back to base to make sure he hasn't been drinking on duty. Though it is possible that he's just that dumb…'_

A pair of armed MPs snapped to attention, but they didn't salute. They kept their hands on their sidearms, and Reach knew if he so much as twitched the wrong way, he'd be shot first and asked questions later. _'Just as bad as being at the ONI headquarters in Sydney…' _

He stopped in front of a door, waiting for it to hiss open before stepping through, Sarge actually being quiet for once. _'I never thought he'd ever shut up…'_ A man in the uniform of an officer approached them, holding his hand out. "Sergeant, it's nice to see you. And…" He looked at the rank insignia on Reach's chest armor, and he saluted. "Lieutenant. I wasn't aware of an officer being deployed to the Red Base."

"Well sir, it was kept secret via the Office of Naval Intelligence," Reach replied, not blinking. _'It's clearly a massive lie…but I seriously doubt he'll question it.' _ The man raised an eyebrow, but he didn't question any further. Instead, he shrugged apologetically at Sarge. "I'm sorry to tell you this, but the chain of command is clear. The Lieutenant is in charge of you and your men at Red Base."

The sergeant opened his mouth to protest indignantly with one of his hands raised, but Reach put his hand on his arm to stop him. "Don't. Striking a superior office lands you a court martial." _'Though I can understand…sort of. He was probably in command of the Reds for a long time, so having to relinquish his command will be hard.'_

Reach looked at the officer, keeping an eye on Sarge in case he did something incredibly stupid. "So…what are our orders from Command?" The man got out a few files, placing them down. "Well, the rookie scheduled to be deployed at Red Base has arrived, and it seems the Red flag has been stolen by the Blue Team. Your orders, Lieutenant, are to lead the Reds and get the flag back, and if possible, steal the Blue flag. That is all."

'_Seriously? That's it? All we have to do is lead them, get their flag back, and steal the Blue flag to keep the little 'capture-the-flag' game going?' _Reach sighed. "Do you have the files on our new recruit?" The man nodded, handing Reach a few pieces of paper. "Yes we do."

Reach looked through them, and he let out a groan of frustration as he saw the name of the recruit. "Is this a misprint?" _'Who the fuck names their kid this? Franklin Delano Donut?' _The man shook his head, holding his hand over his mouth. "I'm afraid not. The new recruit's name and rank is Private Franklin Delano Donut."

Sarge and Reach shared a glance, shaking their heads. "I don't fucking believe this…" The man shrugged nonchalantly and left the room. "You best be on your way. You don't want to leave your men alone out there for too long, do you?"

'_He's got a point…I have a feeling Texas already decided to fuck with the new recruit's mind for her own enjoyment,' _Reach thought, turning around with Sarge behind him. "Let's go; the longer our men sit there, the more they do absolutely nothing productive." _'If I can get Sarge to start up a training program…then I can get the Reds into fighting shape in no time.' _

"As long as I get to shoot Grif," Sarge muttered dryly. He, for now, accepted Reach's authority. The former Spartan rolled his eyes and boarded the Pelican, strapping himself in. He cut off his external speakers to try and link a call to the Red Base. "Eta, link me to Texas. I want to check up on the Red Team." _'I just hope that Texas hasn't killed them in an extremely painful way.' _

Eta opened up a COM channel to Texas, and she seemed to have everything under control. _"Well, hello~! All is good here at base, Reach~." _He sighed in frustration at the flirty tone, and he tried to not show any awkwardness. _"Has the rookie arrived yet?"_

"_You see…about that…well, he went off to the 'store' to get some headlight fluid and elbow grease," _Texas snickered. Reach face-palmed, letting out a groan. _"Care to tell me why one of my men is currently wandering the canyon in search of shit that doesn't even exist? What the hell did you tell him to get headlight fluid for?"_

"_The Warthog," _Texas replied, laughing. _"Though I have a horrible feeling he's going to die a horrible death courtesy of the Blues and Maine." _Reach rolled his eyes and sighed. _"Goddammit…how the hell did you even manage to convince him that a desert box canyon in the middle of fucking nowhere has a damn store?"_

"_Have you met these dumbasses? They'd believe it if I said that we were going to show them how to build a Mexican robot or something," _the black Freelancer replied dryly. Reach admitted (rather grudgingly) that she did have a point about the Red soldiers' low IQs. _"Fair enough. Just take the damn 'Hog and go get the Private. We don't need the kid to die on his first day."_

"_Will do~," _Texas purred, ending the call. Reach clicked off the COM, sighing as he turned his speakers back on. His suit indicated a slightly increased heart rate and increased body temperature. _'Fucking hell…what the hell is going on here?' _

'_If I didn't know better, I'd say these are…romantic feelings?'_

'_You're a Spartan…even if technically you're considered dead. Spartans were never allowed to fall in love…' _

_**A/N: Next up, it's time for the 'six pedals and four directions' joke, along with some increased frustrations from the Freelancers remaining.**_


	16. Chapter 16

_**A/N: Chapter 16 of Agent Reach is here! Time for the teamkilling fucktard and six pedals, four directions jokes! And to those who bet that it'll take a mere two more chapters before the Freelancers try to kill one of the Reds and Blues, you'll have to wait ;P**_

***Chapter 16***

Donut walked towards a pair of blue men standing outside the building, hoping to buy the things the bitch in black asked for. "Excuse me, sirs?"

The one holding the Sniper Rifle let out a frustrated sigh. "Rookie, if your ass is not back inside in the next three seconds, I can't be held responsible for what I'm going to do to you."

'_The hell is his problem?' _Donut wondered, having no idea what the guy was on about. "What did I do?" The man started to count down, his tone full of agitation. "One."

"Oh come on!" Donut tried to protest to no avail. The blue guy continued to count down, and he pulled the bolt back on his weapon. "Two."

"Fine!" Donut huffed, walking into the building. Inside, there was a pair of flags and another blue guy standing beside them. "Ah, hello sir!"

"Why is everyone so fucking rude in the canyon!?" Donut asked. The blue guy shrugged, looking at the flags. "I'm not sir. What can I do for you? I presume you're here for this."

'_Shit. No headlight fluid or elbow grease? Just a few pieces of cloth?' _Donut sighed. "Do you have any headlight fluid, or elbow grease?" The blue guy shook his head. "No sir. All we have here are these flags."

Donut let out a sigh. "Well, I can't go back empty-handed. I guess it'll have to do." The blue guy handed him both flags, and Donut grunted as he hefted both poles (Bow chicka bow wow) over his shoulders. "Oh man, I'm going to get so much shit for just bringing back these flags."
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Church let out a sigh as Tucker continued to talk about his ultimate fantasy, which involved him, three Swedish chicks, and the tank. _'I swear to God Tucker, if you don't shut the fuck up about girls, I'm going to kick you from here to Sidewinder.' _The rookie was dealt with, but with Flowers and Maine receiving the new equipment at Command, it was incredibly hard dealing with a Casanova wannabe as well as an annoying recruit. _'Maine, I could really use your damn knifle thing right about now.'_

"Hey Church, sir? The General came by and picked up the flag!" the rookie called, making Church sigh and rub his temples. "Whatever moron!" He turned back to Tucker, only to freeze as he realized what just happened. "Wait, what did you say?" _'Shit…you have got to be fucking kidding me…'_

The rookie explained the situation. "Yeah. He didn't look anything like us, and he picked up the flags after I explained we didn't carry headlight fluid or elbow grease."

Church took a series of deep breaths, trying his best to not strangle the kid where he stood. "So, let me get this straight. You gave this guy our flag?" The rookie nodded, although he could clearly sense that he had fucked up big time. "Is that bad?"

'_I'm going to kill him slowly and very fucking painfully,' _Church promised mentally. "Bad? Oh no, that's not bad. Next time, why don't you help him blow up the whole Goddamn base!?" _'He gave one of the Reds their flag back, as well as ours. Goddammit.' _He looked through the scope of his Sniper Rifle, and he found the Red wandering the canyon. "Found him. He's wandering around the cliffs." He took a closer look, and he groaned. "Shit, look at his armor color. It's standard issue red."

"Great. That means it's that loony Sergeant," Tucker sighed. Church shrugged his shoulders as he zoomed in further with the rifle. "Well, that explains how he got through our defenses." _'How the hell did he even get over here without one of us seeing him?'_

"He walked in through the back door where you two were standing," the rookie said dryly. Church let out a frustrated hiss, about to shoot the rookie. "Well, we'll take him out. Say goodbye, Sarge."

He fired four times, only for all the rounds to completely miss the Red soldier by quite a long shot. "Shit." He lowered the rifle, with Tucker staring at him quietly. "What?" _'If you're going to rub it in that I suck, then get it the fuck over with already.'_

Tucker shook his head, sighing. "You are really not that good with that thing, are you?" Church lowered the rifle, now out of ammo. "Oh shut up. Let's take the tank and get our fucking flag back." _'Goddammit rookie…'_

Tucker looked appalled, shaking his head. "Dude, I can't fucking drive! I'm not armor certified! I'm not even licensed to use the fucking Sniper Rifle!" Church's eyes widened under his helmet, surprised as how little qualifications they had. "Goddamn! Who the hell is running this army!?" _'Why would Command bother sending us a tank if no one here is able to drive it?'_

When Tucker didn't answer the rhetorical question, Church sighed in exasperation. "Okay, let's use the teleporter to reach him." The teleporter was an experimental product, and it was still going under testing due to the possibly hazardous situation of accidently being teleported into space and suffering a very painful, slow, and suffocating death.

Tucker shook his head, backing up away from him. "Hell no. We haven't even tested it properly!" Church rolled his eyes. "Come on. We threw rocks through it!" Tucker sighed and looked uneasily towards the teleporter. "Yeah, but they were covered in black stuff!"

'_Goddammit Tucker…it's just some sticky shit from it. Nothing else,' _Church groaned. "Let me get this straight; you're scared of a little black stuff." Even as ridiculous as it sounded, Tucker nodded. "Yes. I'm scared of a little black stuff."

Church grabbed an Assault Rifle and aimed it at his teammate. "Tucker, I almost hate to do this to you." The aqua soldier gasped, backing away from the barrel of the rifle. "You wouldn't."

Church pulled the bolt back, loading the 7.62 round into the chamber. "Either we go through the teleporter, or I get to kill you. No matter what way you look at it, I win." Tucker let out a sigh of defeat. "For the record, I just want to let you know that rocks aren't people."

"Duly noted. Also know that while Captain Flowers and Maine are gone, I'm in charge. Now get your ass in there," Church ordered, not lowering the rifle. Tucker let out a groan before turning towards the teleporter. "Crap. Alright; one, two!" He walked through it, and he disappeared. Instead of reappearing on the other side though, nothing came through.

'_Well…I might have accidently killed my own teammate. Oh well,' _Church thought. He turned to the rookie, who was quiet for once. "Stay here. I'm going to get the fucking flag back."

-0-

Texas stood on the top of the base, Grif and Simmons next to her. The fat orange soldier held a Sniper Rifle in his hand, looking into the canyon. "I'm telling you, I heard four shots. It went, 'Bam, bam, bam'." Texas rubbed her temples, checking her Battle Rifle. "That's only three, dumbass." _'I hope that means the kid isn't dead. Reach did ask me to take the Puma and get him.'_

"Bam," Grif sighed. Texas rolled her eyes, holding her hand out. "Give me the damn rifle." Grif quickly gave her the rifle, covering his crotch to prevent further damage, which would have been as permanent as a tattoo that read 'Bitch' on his ass. "Here!"

Texas sighed as she looked through the scope, and she saw something interesting. "Wait, it's Donut! And he has something…" She zoomed in further, and her eyes widened under her helmet. _'No fucking way…he got the flags!?' _She lowered the rifle, looking at Simmons. "You two are coming with me in the Puma."

"Not the Warthog?" Grif asked cheekily, earning a hit in the groin from the butt of the Sniper Rifle. "FUCK!" Texas rolled her eyes and lowered the rifle, jumping down from the top of the base. "Oh quit bitching and let's go. And keep making jokes. That'll win the war."

-0-

Donut ducked as four shots rang over his head. "Son of a bitch!" He looked over to the other building, trying to wave at them. "Hey, don't shoot! It's me! The guy who bought the flags, remember!?" _'Whoever was shooting really sucks; how the hell could you not hit me at least once?'_

A powder blue guy walked towards him, holding a Magnum. "Freeze!" Donut furiously brandished the flags, angry. "Why the hell were you shooting at me? You could have taken my head off!" _'I just wanted to fight some damn aliens; instead, I end up in the middle of fucking nowhere with a bunch of idiots and a bitch in black who clearly wants me dead.'_

The man snorted, aiming the weapon. "Don't play dumb with me, Sarge. We've been spying on you for weeks!" Donut rolled his eyes, frustrated. "I'm not a fucking sergeant; I'm a Goddamn private!" The blue guy took a closer look, lowering the Magnum. "Wait a minute, you're not the sergeant!"

"Yeah, I just told you that!" Donut pointed out indignantly. The blue guy stepped closer to him, confused. "How the hell did you steal our flag?" Donut stared at the blue, confused as well. "What do you mean? I didn't steal anything. I bought this at the store."

"Three!" a guy shouted, appearing from nowhere and covered in black stuff. Donut and the mystery blue guy jumped in surprise. "Holy shit!"

"Son of a bitch! Tucker!? Is that you!?"

The mystery guy covered in black shit, now called Tucker, looked over at the other blue. "Church? Dude what took you so long?" He looked over at Donut and he raised his Magnum. "Freeze Sarge!"

'_Not this again,' _Donut groaned mentally. "Would you stop calling me that? I'm not a sergeant. I'm a private." Tucker looked at him in awe and confusion. "The sergeant's a private? Oh my God…the teleporter sent me back in time!"

Church and Donut looked at each other, confused as fuck as Tucker started to ramble on about some random bullshit. "Church, I know you're not going to believe me, but one day, you and I are going to be deployed here, and this guy becomes the Red Team's sergeant, and we spy on him, and I say, 'There's no way you can pick up chicks in a tank'!"

"Tucker, what the fuck are you babbling about?" Church asked, making Donut sigh. "Is this guy a retard?" _'Seriously, is everyone here either rude or a dumbass?' _Church turned to him, annoyed. "Red, shut up."

He then turned to Tucker. "Tucker, listen. You haven't been sent back in time. This isn't the sergeant. He's just some damn rookie who wears the same armor as the sergeant." They began to hear some incredibly strange and very annoying music, which gradually increased in volume. Church then hissed in fury. "Goddammit! What is that music!?"

A vehicle carrying Donut's teammates then soared over the hill, the machinegun firing at the two, who ran for cover. The woman in black got out of the driver's seat, walking towards Donut. "Hello Private. We'll handle it from here." She drew a Battle Rifle from her back and fired two three round bursts, stopping as the two men vanished behind the cliff face. "Damn…"

"Would someone explain what the fuck is going on?" Donut asked, ducking under the machinegun's fire. The woman in black sighed and reloaded, pointing towards their base. "There's no time. Just go back to base with the flags!"

"Not until someone explains a few things!" Donut tried to protest, but the woman in black growled in annoyance. "JUST GET BACK TO BASE!" Donut grumbled and started to walk, only for the woman to sigh. "Other way."

Donut turned around, walking back towards their base. "I knew that. I just got turned around."

-0-

Texas sighed as she watched Donut walk towards their base. _'Maybe I was a little harsh on the kid…' _She turned to Grif, who was still firing at the Blues with his Assault Rifle. "Keep the Blues pinned. I'll escort Donut to base." The orange soldier nodded, pausing to reload. "Yes ma'am."

Texas sprinted towards Donut, easily catching up to him. "Kid, wait up." Donut turned around, not too happy to see her. "What?" The black Freelancer fell in next to him, taking the Red flag from his hand. "Let me get it." _'I really was harsh on him…' _"And I have a serious question. How did you get the flags? I mean, you can't just walk into an enemy base…"

Donut shrugged as they walked into the base. "I just asked for it. Is that supposed to work? I mean, I don't know…" Texas let out a laugh, smacking him on the back. "Holy shit…Reach is going to love this when he hears it. We were busy planning on starting a fitness regiment to whip you guys into shape before going in guns blazing."

Donut winced, rubbing his back. "Ow…" He placed the flag in the stand, and he walked away. "I'll be…in my quarters…" Texas nodded, placing the Red Team flag down. "Okay. And kid?"

"Yeah?"

"Nice work. I'll see the Lieutenant hears about it."

-0-

Grif stopped firing, but on the turret of the Warthog, Simmons kept firing. "Simmons!" When his maroon friend didn't stop shooting, he rolled his eyes and yelled louder. "SIMMONS!" Simmons stopped shooting, and he jumped down from the turret.

Grif sighed and reloaded his rifle. "Man, that thing is loud." Simmons seemed to have gone partially deaf from the gunfire, and he started to shout. "WHAT!?"

'_Oh for fuck's sake…now he's deaf,' _Grif face-palmed. "Keep it down! They'll hear you!" The last thing they needed was for the Blues to ambush them and kill them painfully. Simmons nodded, still shouting. "OKAY!"

"Goddammit…am I the only sane Private on this team?"

-0-

Tucker peered around the boulder to see that the Reds had stopped firing. "Psst, they've stopped firing." Church rolled his eyes, sighing. "Why are you fucking whispering?" _'It's not like the damn Reds can hear you; they'll be partially deaf from being right next to a heavy machinegun.'_

"Um, I don't know," Tucker whispered. Church looked at the vehicle, creeping silently. "I'm going to go check it out and make sure it's safe."
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Caboose got in the tank, starting it up. **"Hello, and thank you for operating this Scorpion-class MBT main battle tank. You may call me Sheila." **Caboose gulped as he looked at the controls. It seemed horribly complicated to drive, and the firing solution for the main cannon looked more difficult than launching the missiles from a nuclear submarine built during the Cold War era. _'Why can't there by a massive red button?' _"Hello, Sheila. Big tank lady…"

"**Would you like to go through the tutorial for safe operation of the Scorpion MBT?" **Sheila asked. Caboose nodded frantically, for he was definitely not armor-certified and might accidently kill one of his teammates with the enormous cannon. "That would be lovely, please."

The tank rumbled into life, and Caboose started to drive away from the Blue Base. It was very hard to drive, as there seemed to be six pedals for controlling the tank. He accidently ended up on a rock, and he struggled to get it off of the rock. **"Now that you have mastered driving the MBT, let's move on to more advanced maneuvers."**

"No, no! Other way!" Caboose tried to turn the tank, only for it to nearly fall off the rock. He eventually got it facing the correct way, and he sighed. "Why are there six pedals when there are only four directions?"

He drove the tank without further incident across the canyon, eventually reaching the cliffs where Tucker and Church were pinned down. _"Kill them now, Private. Obey your instincts, O'Malley," _a strange voice whispered in his head.

Caboose shook his head, confused. _'What the hell was that? Who's O'Malley?' _He couldn't recall meeting anyone strange, except for when he was on the ship to Blood Gulch. There, he met a MASSIVE man wearing blue/green armor, with a scary weapon and strange glowing people around him. But he couldn't remember much afterwards, until he ended up in Blood Gulch with the tank. _'Who was that guy? I don't recall him having a name…'_

Caboose then stopped the tank in front of the two Red soldiers who had the strange jeep thing. _'Now…how the hell do you fire this damn thing?' _Luckily for him, the tank was equipped with the friendliest interface known to human history. **"This Scorpion is equipped with an auto-fire sequence, which is located on the left of the dashboard." **

The two Red soldiers were staring at the tank, eventually deciding to run back to the Warthog. Caboose found the controls, and he switched them on. "Got it!"

"**Manual firing sequence deactivated. Auto-fire sequence activated. Acquiring target." **The tank locked onto the Warthog, just as the orange soldier was running away towards it. **"Firing main cannon."**

The cannon fired, and all hell broke loose. The Red underneath the tank's main cannon ducked, shocked. "Son of a bitch!" The orange guy next to the Warthog, who narrowly missed being killed, let out a louder scream. "SON OF A BITCH!" He didn't notice Church until now, who also ran away from the tank's cannon. "Son of a bitch!"

For some reason, the tank's cannon kept missing the Reds, and it fired just short of them multiple times, each time the interface repeating, "**Firing main cannon.**" _'Is it going to say this every single time?'_
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Church took a close look at their savior encased in an armored tool of destruction. "Look, it's the rookie. And he brought the tank to scare off the Reds." As the tank's gun spun, Church had to admit that the annoying private had just saved his and Tucker's asses, even though they had treated him like shit. "Hey rookie! Good job man! How come you didn't tell us you knew how to drive a tank?" _'Wow…I never expected the kid to be this good. Maybe I should cut him a little slack…'_

He heard a strange artificial voice speak. **"Acquiring target." **He then heard the rookie speak in confusion. "That's not a target. That's Church."

Church waved over towards him, trying to get his attention. "Yeah, it's me Church! What's going on man?"
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Caboose tried desperately to stop the tank, but the thing seemed to have a mind of its own. _'No...no! Stop! Why won't you listen to me!?' _

"**Target locked," **Sheila said in her monotone voice, making Caboose panic. The thought of accidently killing Church made him very frightened. "No, no! Target unlock! Please help me nice tank lady!"

"**Firing main cannon."**

"Uh oh."
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Tucker grimaced as he heard the tank prepare to fire. "Uh oh." _'This is not going to end well…' _Church looked down at the tank, confused. "Wait, what?" Then he sighed, not moving. "Oh, son of a-"

The tank fired, and the round struck Church, mortally wounding him. Tucker jumped back, shocked at witnessing his teammate's own death. "Holy fuck, Church! Talk to me!" _'Oh my God…what is Captain Flowers going to say when he hears about this?' _

Angry, he shouted down to the rookie. "You shot Church, you team-killing fucktard!" _'You asshole! You killed the wrong fucking guy!' _The tank then turned around, driving away. As Tucker went to go chase him, he heard a weak cough. "Tucker…"

The aqua soldier turned around, trying to think of some way to help his fallen teammate. "Church! You're going to be okay." _'No, you're not. You just got shot by a fucking tank.' _It was a bullshit lie, but it was the only thing he could think of saying in as dire of a situation as this.

Church shook his head, coughing. "No, no I'm not. There's…something I need to tell you." Tucker looked down, his eyebrows raised under his helmet. "What is it?" _'Knowing you, it's just going to be insulting and plainly obvious, like the rookie is a massive dickhole for shooting at you.' _

"I just wanted you to know…that I hate you. I've always hated you the most," Church wheezed. Tucker sighed and rolled his eyes, not entirely surprised by his dying teammate's comments. _'I should have expected that…you fucking asshole.' _"Yeah, I know. Now hurry up and die, you prick." _'I fucking hate you, too.'_

"Okay. Euuuurgh," Church then went limp, and Tucker sighed before getting off of the cliff face. "Rookie! We're getting our flag back from the Reds! Bring the Goddamn tank, too!" _'Then, I'll have Maine strangle you to death before impaling you with that fucking knifle thing.' _

The rookie turned around in the tank, and for some reason, he started shooting at the jeep. Every shot sent it closer to the Red Base, and Tucker let out a sigh. "Why are you shooting at the jeep?" _'Seriously, the damn thing is already ruined.' _

"Because it's locked on!" the rookie said, frustrated. Tucker face-palmed, groaning. "Well, unlock it!" _'It can't be that hard to operate a fucking tank. It's not a fighter jet or anything.' _The rookie shook his head as the cannon fired again. "The last time I tried that, I killed Church!"

"Oh…right. Keep firing at the jeep." _'And when we're done, I'm going to rub one out to some lesbian Swedes.'_

_**A/N: Next up, Reach and Texas will have everything start off with a few…bangs (hears the boos for the shitty pun). No, really. First there's the tank to get rid of, and then there's a scheme Texas has involving a Plasma Grenade to maybe show our favorite Spartan just how obvious it is. Until next time!**_


	17. Chapter 17

_**A/N: Time for chapter 17 of Agent Reach! This is where many things kick off with quite a few big bangs, literally in this case (I can hear someone reading this going 'Goddammit Dragon') XD. I know, it's a shitty pun, but trust me; I can say much worse lol.**_

***Chapter 17***

Texas looked around as she heard a series of loud explosions, each getting closer to the base. _'What the hell is going on? Don't tell me the Blues decided to celebrate the Fourth of July in the middle of fucking spring…' _As she walked outside, Donut poked his head out, confused as well. "Uh, ma'am…what the hell is that?"

The black Freelancer opened her mouth to reply when she heard another explosion, along with panicked screams from above. _'This can't be good…' _She grabbed a Battle Rifle and ran on top of the base to see Grif and Simmons, both of the simulation soldiers panting hard. The maroon soldier looked up, gasping. "Oh, thank God you're here! We have a problem!"

"Yeah, I noticed!" Texas returned dryly, loading a clip into her rifle. "What the hell is going on here?" _'What could have made them run halfway across the canyon nonstop?' _Before the two could answer, there was another explosion and the Warthog flew towards her. _'Oh shit!' _She ducked, and the vehicle slammed into the top of the base, ruined. _'Well…that's going to be hard to explain to Reach.' _

Texas then saw the source of the explosions: a MBT Scorpion-class battle tank. _'Oh fucking hell…we're in an awful lot of trouble here.' _For some reason, the tank kept on shooting at the Warthog, even though it was beyond ruined; Reach would have to have one hell of a mechanic fix the damn thing. _'That explains just about everything.'_

"_Blood Gulch Alpha, this is Lieutenant Reach. Are you receiving?" _Reach' voice crackled out. Texas strained her eyes, but she still couldn't see his Pelican. _'He must be out of my sight…damn. I hope that bird has anti-tank missiles onboard. Otherwise, we are fucked. And not in the way I'd like, Mreow chicka mreow mreow.' _

While she was thinking this, Grif took the time to respond to the Lieutenant. _"Oh thank God you are here, sir! The rookie arrived, and he somehow got our flag and stole the Blue flag, but now the jeep is ruined, and there's this huge fucking tank trying to blow up our base!"_

The COM crackled static, and after a long pause, Texas heard Reach sigh in exasperation; she could picture him rubbing his temples in frustration. _"Am I talking to the right base?" _Even though they were nearly getting murdered by an armored death machine, it was hard for her to not snicker as she joined the call. _"Reach, it's me. Grif is not joking about any of that. We seriously need help here, ASAP. Last time I checked, Battle Rifle rounds can't penetrate tank armor." 'Come on Reach…we need that damn Pelican of yours to blow that tank to high hell.'_

Texas spotted the Pelican in the distance, and it rapidly closed on their position. On the wings were several mounted missile pods, which were enough to destroy that tank and hopefully save the base. Reach called in a warning, his voice clear. _"Target locked. Missiles one and two, fire." _Two plumes of smoke rushed towards the tank, and the driver abandoned the vehicle before running away as fast as he could. The missiles struck the tank, and the vehicle was destroyed. _'Thank fucking God…that could have been ugly.'_

The Pelican landed, and Reach and Sarge got off of the ship before it flew away back to Command. The black/red Lieutenant walked over to her, and she got the feeling he wasn't too impressed with the fact that the Warthog was in pieces. "Goddammit…this is going to cost us. It'll take us at least a day or two to repair the damn thing, even with the spare parts Command sent earlier."

Sarge looked at the ruined vehicle, observing it carefully. "I think I can help with the basic shit. The engine is toast, the brakes are ruined, the tires are flatter than Paris Hilton, the-" Texas put her hand over his mouth, rolling her eyes. "We get the damn point. Reach, how long?" _'Don't ask me to repair it; I'll end up connecting the brakes to the horn and not know how the hell I did it.' _**(A/N: I have done that to my friends as a prank XDD)**

He shook his head, sighing. "Too long." Reach looked down the main entrance of the base, seeing the two flags down inside. "I see…" He took a deep breath before turning back to her and the rest of the Reds, "Sarge, get the spare parts from downstairs. You and I will work on the Warthog. Texas, you're in charge of the watch shifts. And for God's sake, don't make the rookie go to a store that doesn't exist…" He wasn't too amused after everything that just happened.

The black Freelancer smiled innocently under her helmet. "Who, me~?" _'Teasing him is so much fun…how can he not see just how obvious it is?' _Reach let out a frustrated sigh before grabbing a few jacks, setting them up. "Yes, you." He picked up the Warthog with a grunt, setting it up on the stands before sliding underneath it. Texas jumped down into the base, making her way to her quarters. _'I think I know just how to mess with him…'_

'_Where's that Plasma Grenade I had?'_

-0-

Tucker glared at Caboose, seething. Not only had the rookie managed to get the tank blown up, but he had also managed to kill Church, whose body was still on the cliff face. _'I swear to God, I'm going to fucking strangle you to death if Maine doesn't. How the hell are we going to explain this to Captain Flowers and him?' _"Caboose, you are in the deepest shit ever when we get back to base."

But the rookie wasn't listening. He was still crying about the destruction of the tank, which for some stupid reason, he kept calling Sheila. "Sheila! You didn't deserve that fate!" Tucker rolled his eyes, slapping him on the back of the head. "Oh, shut up. I'll call Command to send reinforcements."

He opened a COM channel to Command, and he thankful that they actually picked up. _"This is Blue Team Command. What's going on, dude?"_

"_Um, I don't know the technical military term for it, but we're pretty fucked up down here. We need men," _Tucker replied, only realizing after the words left his mouth just how wrong that sounded. _'Oh God…that could be taken a few different ways. And none that I like.'_

The guy from Command was thinking the same thing as he sighed. _"Dude, how long have you guys been down there?" _Tucker grimaced at the horrifying thought of having another guy penetrate his ass, or vice versa. _"No, not in that way. As in we need reinforcements."_ Hopefully, they could also get a good mechanic to repair the damn tank, as neither of them were any sort of good with tools.

'_Oh. Did you get the tank we sent?" _the guy asked. Tucker let out a sigh, rubbing his temples as he thought about the ruined tank sitting in the middle of the canyon, smoldering from getting blown up by a Pelican. _"Yeah. That got blown up by a damn Pelican that came in to support the Red Team."_

"_Wow. It sucks to be you," _the guy stated, making Tucker sigh and face-palm, frustrated. _"Yeah, we fucking noticed. Tell me something I don't already know." _He was getting increasingly more annoyed with each passing second as Caboose was still crying about the tank. _'Oh my God, just shut up! I can see why Church wanted your ass dead so much.' _If Maine actually didn't kill him before sundown, he would, and it would be in a very slow, painful, and creative way.

"_Well, I can send in the nearest Blue reinforcements, who will arrive within sixteen days," _the man suggested. Tucker gaped under his helmet, surprised at how long it would take. _"Sixteen days!? That's almost two weeks!"_

"_Or, we can have Agent Maine and Captain Flowers be there within 30 minutes," _the man added on dryly. He was probably fed up with the conversation, and Tucker sighed. _"I'll take the second option."_

"_Copy that. Blue Command out." _Tucker hung up, and he took off his helmet to get a bit of fresh air and rub his eyes tiredly. _'Goddammit…if Captain Flowers doesn't have my ass for this, then Maine will. And I really don't like either option.' _

"Who's Agent Maine?" Caboose asked, making Tucker hiss in annoyance. "He's a Freelancer. They're like Special Forces and help out bases in need. They're not on any teams and just want to be paid." Caboose nodded enthusiastically, jumping up and down like a damn five-year-old. "Like a mercenary!"

"Right, or like your mom when the rent's due," Tucker replied in annoyance. _'I hate you so fucking much…if you just listened to Church and stayed at base, we wouldn't be in this deep of shit.' _Caboose was silent for a few seconds before letting out a chuckle. "That was pretty good."

"Really? You didn't think that was too obvious?" Tucker asked, putting his helmet back on. _'Mom jokes are so old…I need to come up with something new.' _Caboose shook his head, looking at his Magnum. "No, that was actually pretty good."

"Tucker, Tucker!" a familiar voice called out behind him. The aqua soldier turned around to see a transparent figure wearing Church's armor, a Magnum in his hands. Tucker raised his own, confused. "Who the hell are you!?" _'I don't think Church is a stupid AI or anything…but ghosts are not real! Those are just stupid bedtime stories that don't ever go Bow Chicka Bow Wow.'_

"I am the ghost of Church, and I have come back with a warning!" the figure claimed, making Caboose scoff. "You're not Church! Church is powder blue. You're white." The figure hissed in annoyance as he faced the rookie. "Rookie, shut up! I'm a fucking ghost. Have you ever seen a blue ghost before?"

'_Okay, it's him…' _Tucker sighed mentally, shaking his head as he muttered to Caboose. "Yeah, that's definitely him…" _'How the hell did he do it? I'm pretty sure you can't just become a ghost willingly…' _

Church snorted in frustration. "Now I have to start my speech all over again." He cleared his throat before starting his stupid fake ghost voice. "Tucker, Tucker! I have come back-"

"Dude, do you really have to do the stupid voice?" Tucker asked. Unfortunately, Caboose took it as an invitation to talk to the man he killed with a tank only minutes ago. "Yeah, it's kinda annoying." Tucker rolled his eyes under his helmet, wishing Maine would hurry up and get here so he could strangle the damn rookie. _'Like you have any fucking right to talk about Church being annoying…' _

Church let out a sigh, getting annoyed. "Look. I've come back from the dead to give you a warning." Before he could explain what it was, Caboose interrupted him. "What is it?" Church let out a growl, brandishing his pistol furiously. "Rookie, can you shut the fuck up for more than five seconds? You think this is easy? It's not. It takes a lot of concentration."

Caboose lowered his head and Church began to speak again. "Okay, now-" But yet again, Caboose interrupted him, making Tucker groan in anger. "Is this the warning?"

'_Oh my fucking God…I'm seriously going to throw him to Maine and let him rip him in half,' _Tucker screamed mentally. Church let out an annoyed growl. "That's it. Your ass is haunted." About to pull the trigger on the rookie, Tucker smacked him with the butt of the weapon, hoping it would quiet him. "Would you just let him fucking talk?" _'Seriously, you're starting to fucking drive me just as crazy as you did to Church.' _

Church took a deep breath, lowering his weapon. "Look, for some reason, I have a bad feeling about Command possibly sending in another Freelancer, apart from Maine. Whatever you do, do not let them get involved. They can be very bad news for us."

Tucker lowered his sidearm, confused. _'How can another badass on our team be a bad thing? We could take our flag back from the Reds.' _"Bad news? Dude, what the fuck are you talking about? Having another Freelancer means we can actually beat the damn Reds, even though they have those two new people."

"Did I ever tell you about when I was stationed on Sidewinder?" Church asked. Tucker didn't know what it was, but luckily for him, the massive idiot in standard issue blue armor next to him did know. "You mean the ice planet?"

Church nodded, and Caboose seemed very eager to find out more about a planet that seemed to be the very definition of 'Really fucking cold'. "Cool! What was that like?" Tucker face-palmed as Church replied very bluntly. "It was cold." The aqua soldier let out a frustrated mental groan. _'No fucking shit it's cold. It's a goddamn ice planet.' _

"What, that's all?" Caboose asked. Church let out a growl of annoyance. "What do you want from me, a fucking poem? It's a planet made entirely out of ice. It's really, really, really, fucking cold." Tucker chuckled, and Church sighed in frustration before continuing his story about him being on Sidewinder, even though it was probably bullshit. "Well anyway, me and my team were outside, waiting for some action and bitching about the cold. I was with Jimmy; he was a good kid. We all liked him. He was telling me about this girl he had back home and how he was going to get on one knee and marry her. That's when it all happened."

"When what happened?" Tucker asked, actually liking the story so far, even though it was bleak and lacking any hot Swedish girls in maid outfits **(A/N: Don't judge me for liking that lol)**. Church shook his head, slumping his ghostly shoulders. "That's when this Freelancer called Texas showed up. This kid Andy was the first to go, when he started screaming bloody murder. Quite literally in fact, as he just kept spinning around with a Shotgun going, 'Bloody Murder!' Then, Texas started to kill every last one of them. We were sitting ducks for him. Or her, depending. Jimmy was the last one to go. Texas grabbed him from behind, ripped his skull out of his head, and then beat him to death with it!"

At this point of the bullshit story, Tucker decided to intervene. "Hold on, wait a second. How can you beat someone to death with their own skull? That doesn't seem physically possible…" _'Okay dude…I am seriously smelling 'BULLSHIT' from your mouth.' _But Church didn't miss a beat, and he shook his head. "Dude, that's exactly what Jimmy kept saying."

"Then why were you left alive?" Tucker asked, confused as to what he just heard. _'If Texas was sent to kill every last one of your useless asses, then why am I talking to you here when you should be haunting an ice planet in the ass-end of the galaxy?' _Church shrugged, looking up at the too-bright sun that was making Tucker's cooling fans work double overtime. "Dunno. Could've killed me at any time. But, they didn't, so here I am, a fucking ghost, because of you, you fucking asshole!" He glared at Caboose, who shied away from the angry ghost.

Church then started to flicker, and he sucked his teeth. "Damn. I can't stay much longer. I'll try and talk to you in a few hours." He then disappeared, leaving Tucker and Caboose alone.

The aqua soldier let out a slow whistle. "So…Freelancers are bad news, then. Well…that explains why Maine brandishes that weapon at me so much." _'Fuck. Captain Flowers is going to have my ass for this shit. I might get thrown out to the black chick at the Red Base, and she already beat the living shit out of them for the hell of it.'_

'_Fuck me…how come we can't get a hot chick on our team?'_

-0-

Reach looked at the underside of the Warthog, unscrewing the bodywork to look at the interior mechanics. _'Goddammit…this is not pretty at all.' _With a wrench currently gripped between his teeth as he removed the damaged wheels and brakes to replace the suspension, his voice was muffled as he tried to find out where the hell the suspension components were. "Sarge, do you have the spare springs?"

The sergeant was diligently working on the outer bodywork, welding pieces of metal to repair the damaged armor. He handed the former Spartan the spare springs, and after a lot of work, the front suspension was done. He rolled out from underneath the vehicle, wiping a bit of oil and grease from his face. _'Next up are the brakes.' _

He grabbed the new brake discs, and he was about to install them when he heard the unmistakable sound of a Plasma Grenade detonation outside of the Red Base, and it sounded like it was coming from below. _'Oh, for fuck's sake…it better not be one of the Reds doing something incredibly fucking stupid or the Blues trying to ambush us after we destroyed their tank. We have enough shit to worry about without this…'_ Sighing, he grabbed his Battle Rifle, making sure a fresh clip was in before he jumped down. "I'm going to see what that was. Keep working on the Warthog." But Sarge was too busy humming some song he made up about killing Grif and having a Shotgun full of pills for insubordination as he replaced the damaged tow hooks.

Reach kept his rifle ready, squinting as he made his way to the source of the detonation. The sun was starting to drift towards evening, and the temperature was slowly decreasing. He found the spot where the grenade was detonated, a shiny piece of glass on the hot sand, and as he reached down to touch it, he was suddenly grabbed by his shoulder and dragged into the Red Base, with someone's hand over his mouth. _'What the…!' _"MMPH!"

"Quiet! We don't want them to hear us!"

_**A/N: XDDD I did tell you I would show a few bangs, but I never promised to show what happens next. Wait till what happens next!**_


	18. Chapter 18

_**A/N: Okay…here is the chapter that, admittedly, I have sort of been dreading. Reach gets dragged into Red Base by Tex, and it will all just…go on from there I guess. Plus, I wanna answer a question I have been asked many times: will Florida die? The answer is: Yes, but not from the allergic reaction we see in (I think) Season 3. Instead…well, no more spoilers lol.**_

***Chapter 18***

As Reach was grabbed into Red Base, he managed to pry the hand covering his mouth off. It was Texas, who had a certain light in her eyes that he couldn't identify. "Quiet! We don't want the idiots upstairs to hear us!" The former Spartan let out a hiss, his brown eyes slits. "What the hell are you doing!?"

Texas rolled her eyes and dragged him by his collar towards her. "Shut up and let me handle this, Reach." Her face was tinged red, and Reach's own heart was pounding in his chest, his body heating up. _'What the hell is going on here? Why is she…?'_

'_Attention dumbass: why do you think she was acting the way she has been?' _

He slapped himself mentally, letting out a sigh. _'How could I have been so fucking dense? It's so obvious a blind bat could see it from the other side of the galaxy.' _He finally understood, and as if she was reading his mind, Texas gave him a small smile. "It took you long enough. Honestly…you are so dense."

Reach let out a grunt, running a hand through his short hair. "You weren't exactly straightforward yourself, either." Texas rolled her eyes, wrapping her arms around his neck. "Oh, just shut up and put your arms around me already."

Awkwardly, the black/red Freelancer obeyed her, placing his hands on her waist. _'What the hell is she planning on? I seriously doubt that she's asking me to do the tango with her…' _His face was flushed red, and he could feel the sweat trickle down his back uncomfortably. _'Get a grip on yourself. You aren't that awkward child in the back of the class with the giant Coke bottle glasses who fumbles over the cute girl in the front. You're a Spartan...'_

Reach tried to control the heat that was flooding through his body, and his eyes took notice of the fact that Texas was drawing him in closer. "Reach…there's something I have to tell you." The former Spartan tried to control his breathing as well as his body heat, but as Texas opened her mouth that completely flew out the window. "I…think I'm in love with you."

'_Are you going to reply or just sit there like a blithering idiot with your mouth open now?' _Reach asked himself crossly. "Tex, I…um…" The blonde Freelancer sighed and kissed him, silencing him. "Just shut up." He closed his eyes, slowing his breathing down as the two shared their first kiss together. _'I think I might have lost this one…' _

The two then heard a door to their left open, and Texas pulled her lips off of his, her eyes alive. "You know…for a guy who has absolutely zero experience, you've got good instincts." Reach opened his mouth to reply when Private Donut poked his head out of his quarters, looking at the two. "Um, sir? What are you two doing?"

Reach looked at the Private, his eyes blunt despite the beating in his chest. _'Keep calm…' _"Having a personal moment, Private. I heard that you captured the Blue Team's flag, as well as regaining ours." _'He might be the most naïve one on this team…' _

Donut opened looked nervous, about to explain when the Lieutenant raised his hand. "No need. You did your duty well. And yes, I know how _someone _made you go to a store that doesn't exist." He sent an unamused look towards Texas, who smiled and whistled innocently, her hands on her hips. "I wonder who that could have been~?"

Preventing a frustrated sigh from leaving his lips, Reach rubbed his eyes tiredly. "I also understand that there may be confusion due to your armor being the same color as Sarge's. As a result, you have been given your own…unique suit." _'Why the hell did Command send him a fucking pink suit?' _

Donut seemed surprised, yet his eyes betrayed his enthusiasm. "Really? Where is it?" Texas smirked as she walked forwards, and she pointed to a room containing spare armor suits. "In there. It has your name on it." As the Private bounded away inside, Reach gave her a look. "Why did Command feel the need to listen to you and send him a pink suit again? Is he…?"

"Fruiter than a pack of Starbursts? Yes," the black Freelancer replied dryly. She let out a yawn, stretching her arms. "So…should we, you know, continue where we left off~?" Reach hesitated, about to say otherwise when he received an affectionate headbutt to the shoulder. "Oh, liven up, will you? You are way too uptight…"

Reach let out a grunt, his eyes locking onto hers. "Well…" _'Speaking of armor…maybe I need new shoulder pieces.'_

'_Really? Texas just asked you to kiss her and you're thinking about fucking armor? If Emile or Jun were here, they would never let you live this down.' _He could picture the two members of Noble Team, both encouraging him and endlessly teasing him at the same time. _'I honestly never thought I'd ever say I'd miss you bastards…' _As much as Emile drove him crazy with the endless teasing about Reach's incident with Kathy during training and stopping at 69 during a workout, he got along with him better than any of the other members of Noble Team. Though that might have had something to do with the fact they were able to hold their liquor better than just about everyone.

Reach slumped his shoulders in defeat, sighing. "Fine." Texas smirked and wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him gently again. "I think this is one fight you simply can't win, Reach~."

"Don't rub it in…"

"Mreow chicka mreow mreow~."

-0-

Tucker gulped as the Pelican landed, for it meant that he had a lot of shit to explain to Captain Flowers and Maine. _'Please kill Caboose first…please kill Caboose first.' _The white Freelancer approached him, his giant knifle in his hands. He stopped in front of Tucker, letting out a sharp hiss followed by a deep growl.

Tucker swallowed, trying to think of what to say when Caboose interrupted from where he was, tied up to the side of the Blue Base by duct tape. "Not my fault! Tucker did it!" The aqua soldier turned around, his anger overpowering his fear of the massive Freelancer. "You're the one who shot Church with a fucking tank!"

Captain Flowers approached them, holding his hand up. "Now, now. There's no need for this. It is a pity that Private Church has passed, but there's nothing to gain by pointing fingers at each other." Tucker rolled his eyes in frustration. "If this asshole listened to us, Church wouldn't have been shot by our own fucking tank that happened to be driven by this idiot!"

He went to grab Maine's knifle, but the white Freelancer picked him up with one hand, growling in irritation. As Tucker squirmed and tried to get free, he heard Flowers clear his throat. "Maine, let him down. I'm sure he is just upset and shocked by the death of his teammate."

The aqua soldier then got placed down on the ground, and his shoulder started to ache from getting yanked up by the giant brute. _'Good God that hurt…why is this guy so fucking strong for?' _As he massaged his aching shoulder, Captain Flowers used a small knife to free Caboose from the duct tape. The blue soldier landed on the ground ungracefully, making both Tucker and Maine groan in frustration. "What an idiot…"

The white Freelancer growled in agreement, walking into the Blue Base and making it clear by his growling and hissing that he didn't want to be followed. _'Well…he's certainly pissed off. Too bad he didn't stab Caboose…it's not like any of us would miss the asshole.'_

Captain Flowers sighed and shook his head, helping Caboose up to his feet. "I'll go and retrieve Private Church's body from the cliff face. Tucker, tell Agent Maine that-"

He was cut off by the crack of a Sniper Rifle. The Captain gasped out, falling on the ground with a bullet hole in his chest. Tucker jumped back, startled. "Son of a bitch!" _'Oh God, someone shot our fucking Captain!' _

Maine ran out of the base, his knifle in his hands. He crouched next to Flowers, who was breathing slowly. The massive man let out a furious hiss, resting his hand on the Captain's chest before standing up, his domed visor glinting in the pale light of dusk. Maine looked up at the cliff face, and Tucker swore he saw a faint flicker of movement at the very edge of the cliff. _'Something or someone is up there…' _

"Caboose! Throw me the Sniper Rifle from the base!" he yelled out. The blue soldier threw the long range weapon, and Tucker caught it, looking through the scope. And sure enough, on top of the cliff, was a person wearing standard issue white armor with a golden visor. In their hands was another Sniper Rifle, and the aqua soldier gulped. "Maine! We've got someone wearing standard issue white armor!" _'If anyone is going to know who this assassin is, it'll be Maine.'_

Maine turned to him, letting out a deep growl before yanking the rifle away from him. The massive Freelancer looked through the scope, but the mysterious assassin knew he was being watched and vanished. But, his job was done. Captain Flowers was mortally wounded.

Tucker looked at his dying Captain, who was struggling to breathe. "M-maine…as my last act as Agent Florida of Project Freelancer, I entrust…the Blood Gulch Blue Team to you." He let out a gasping breath, panting hard. Blood slowly trickled from the wound, and the Captain let his head sink.

Flowers, or as he revealed, Agent Florida, was dead.

Agent Maine stood up, and Tucker was surprised as the massive man took off his domed helmet. He scratched his bald head, and his dark eyes were filled with anger and a sense of loss. Maine let out a deep growl, picking up Florida's body and carrying it away from the Blue Base. A small fiery red figure appeared on his shoulder, its head lowered. _"Agent Maine, you know the standard procedure. If a Freelancer is killed in action, we must destroy any equipment to prevent any from falling into enemy hands. Especially those of the Meta."_

Maine let out another growl, placing Florida's body on the dusty ground. The red figure nodded, seemingly understanding him. _"I agree. We need to contact Agent Texas and Agent Reach immediately to inform them of the news."_

As red figure spoke, Tucker remembered something that Church had said about not letting any more Freelancers get involved. _'I know Church told us to not let them get involved…but this calls for desperate measures. Sorry dude, but fuck you. We need more reinforcements.'_

-0-

Reach was putting the finishing touches on the newly repaired Warthog when a message from Sigma flashed across his HUD. _'This can't be good…' _Shutting off his external speakers, he picked up his Battle Rifle, loading a clip. "Eta, play it through."

Sigma appeared on his HUD, looking solemn. _"Reach, I'm afraid that he have a double dose of bad news. Agent Florida has been assassinated, and the Alpha's body has been destroyed." _The former Spartan's brown eyes narrowed, and he stood up. "Are you serious? Who was it?" _'Who would have murdered Florida in the middle of Blood Gulch?'_

Sigma shook his head, sighing. _"That, I'm afraid, is where it gets difficult. He was struck in the chest by a high velocity round from a Sniper Rifle, but one of the Blue team soldiers has had a positive armor identity. Agent Maine believes that the assassin was Agent Wyoming."_

'_Wyoming! He must be acting on behalf of either the Director or the Meta,' _Reach let out a hiss. "Has the Alpha's body been recovered?" _'We can't just let it sit and rot on a cliff face in the middle of a Goddamn box canyon in the ass-end of the galaxy.'_

"_Maine has considered it, but we can't afford to risk leaving Florida's equipment in the open, and we don't want to lose another one of the Blues," _Sigma stated. _"He has requested that you and Agent Texas report to the Blue Base to hold a proper burial ceremony for Florida, as we are the only three Freelancers left."_

'_It'll be fitting for a man who didn't deserve to be another victim of the Director's ambitions for the Meta,' _Reach breathed. "I'll inform Texas. That is, if she isn't beating the living shit out of one of my men or making them go to a store that doesn't fucking exist."

Sigma nodded. _"Very well. Maine and I will be waiting for you." _The AI ended the call, and Reach placed the last few pieces to onto the Warthog. _'I never expected Wyoming to be brainwashed by the Director…but it seems as if we have another enemy to worry about.'_

He walked away, passing a worn out Simmons. "Simmons, I'm entrusting you with a special task." The maroon soldier stiffened, gulping nervously. "Y-yes sir!" He wasn't the next in line in the chain of command, but so far, he had proved to be the smartest out of all the Reds, even though he was a bit of a kiss-ass. _'It'll be good experience for him. If he lives long enough.'_

"I'm placing you in temporary command of the Red Base until Texas and I return," Reach stated. "Which hopefully, should be only a few hours at most." _'It won't take long to reach the Blue Base, but the burial ceremony might be.' _

Simmons nodded quickly. "Yes sir!" He ran off, and Reach walked into the Red Base, where Texas was waiting with wide eyes. "I got the message from Sigma…I can't believe it. Why Florida?" She lowered her head, her shoulders slumped. "He was one of the nicest people I ever knew…he made North and Wash seem like Maine."

"He was a good man," Reach murmured, the blonde Freelancer leaning into his chest. He gently brushed her hair, looking up. "Come on. We'll go to the Blue Base to hold the burial." _'We need to do it properly. If anyone deserved a twenty-one gun salute, it's Florida.' _

Texas nodded, placing her helmet over her head and grabbing a Battle Rifle. "Right." The two Freelancers were silent as they passed the Warthog, with Sarge still working and humming his song about shooting Grif in the head with his Shotgun. The red sergeant took no notice of them as they left the base, the cool dusk air making the cooling fans in their helmets unnecessary.

Reach saw the blown up tank, still smoldering, along with the name 'Sheila' written on the side. _'…I don't think the tank's name is really Sheila. I honestly can't believe Command would send the Blue Team a Scorpion…' _

He let out a soft sigh, glancing up at the setting sun as it cast shadows across Blood Gulch. _'Fighting for so long…you soon forget the little things. How long has it been since I stopped to look at a simple sunset? Probably since the day before the Covenant glassed Emerald Cove.' _He remembered being that angry, terrified little kid who saw his home get destroyed and wanted to lash out. _'I am not that same child anymore. No one alive knows my real name.'_

When Noble Team first saw him take his helmet off, Kat and Jorge assumed that he was of American descent. But in truth, his mother was Scandinavian and his father was apparently a mix of British and German. Reach didn't even remember them, or anything from before he joined the Spartan III program as a volunteer. Sometimes, he almost forgot his true name.

They approached the Blue Base, where Maine was waiting for them. The massive Freelancer's shoulders were slumped, and Reach could see Florida's body on top of what appeared to be hacked down trees from the top of the cliff. _'Funeral pyre…fitting.' _Eta flashed up briefly, his head lowered. _"Standard protocol still applies. We can't afford to let any Freelancer equipment fall into either the Meta's or the Insurrection's hands."_

Reach sighed, looking at Texas. "Got a light?" The black Freelancer shook her head, glancing at Maine. "You?" He nodded, picking up a torch and lighting it with a lighter. He lit the stack of wood, and stepped back as the flames rose up.

Reach drew the Battle Rifle from his back, checking it to make sure it was fully loaded. "We don't have the seven people we would use for something like this…but we can fire seven times together." _'This is how we will send you out, Florida. Not with a grenade or flamethrower, but with a bang.' _

Maine and Texas each grabbed a Battle Rifle and stood next to him. "Present arms!" They aimed at the sky and fired seven times, the bursts echoing in the canyon. When they finished the twenty-one gun salute, Reach looked back at the Florida's funeral pyre. _'Farewell, Captain Butch Flowers. I hope you find peace.' _

The orange flames licked around Florida's body, eventually turning the dead Freelancer's body into ashes. The wind started to whistle through the desert canyon as darkness fell, the only light being provided by the smoldering embers. Being a desert, the temperature dropped rapidly, and one of the Blues walked over to Maine, his teeth chattering. "S-sir, d-do w-we h-have a-any o-orders?"

Sigma flashed up, shaking his head. _"I'm afraid not, Private Tucker." _The white Freelancer let out a growl, and both Eta and Sigma snickered. _"On second thought, it seems Maine wants you to stop freezing to death and get back inside the base, where there is heat."_

"Can't I stand by the fire instead?" Tucker objected. He looked over at Texas, and started to whistle. "Hey, sweet-" He was cut off by Maine grabbing him by the shoulder and throwing him into the base, where Reach winced at the loud crash from inside, along with a cry of pain. "Ow! Fuck!"

"Moron," Texas and Reach muttered at the same time, bringing a deep grunt of amusement from Maine. He took off his helmet to run a hand over his smooth bald head, and he growled as he felt the stubble growing on his chin due to the lack of razors.

A soldier wearing standard issue blue armor walked up to Maine, an Assault Rifle in his hands. "Um, yeah…Tucker has started doing something weird to himself while watching a home movie." Reach and Texas face-palmed and sighed as they heard a shout of protest from inside the base. "Shut up, man! It's my 'Alone Time'!"

Maine put his helmet on and stalked into the base with an irritated hiss, and Reach and Texas winced as they heard several loud thumps, followed by several cries of pain. "Well…that can't be good."

"He shouldn't be watching porn then," Reach muttered dryly. "There's a time and a place for that, and it's not now." They heard the unmistakable sound of Maine shooting his Brute Shot, along with a whine of protest. "Come on! Not the China vs. Japan Lesbian 3-way!"

Sharing a glance, Reach and Texas walked into the Blue Base, where they stumbled onto a sight that was both amusing and strange. Tucker was tied to the wall by what appeared to be cable wire, and Maine was stomping around and shooting his Brute Shot at the aqua soldier's porn collection. "Well…that's predictable." _'Goddammit Florida…how much of this shit did you let the moron bring? It looks like he robbed a sex shop.' _

Texas picked up a case that was miraculously still undamaged by Maine's path of destruction, and she smirked. "Oh, I have a horrible, horrible idea…" Reach saw the case, and he was at loss for words. "…" _'Finnish and Swedish Lesbian Nymphos? What the fuck…' _

He gave her a hard stare. "You are not letting my men watch that. That's just going to give Grif another reason to be a lazy bastard." Texas shook her head, and Reach swore she had on a Cheshire Cat grin. "Nope~. I plan on doing something a bit more…cruel and unusual. We swap Donut's gay tentacle hentai for this, and make the asshole who's tied up over there suffer." She jerked her head over to the struggling Tucker.

Reach sighed, resting his head in his hand. "You are a horrible person…" Texas butted her head against his shoulder, grinning. "And you love it~."

"Grrr," Maine growled, chuckling deeply. The black/red Freelancer leaned against the wall, closing his eyes briefly before looking up at the ceiling. "Don't you start either…"

'_I swear, it's almost like you and Florida were placing bets or something…'_

_**A/N: Well? Romance, Florida being assassinated, the horrible scheme to make Tucker mentally scarred…(Maybe I did have too much to drink while writing this lol). Still, I hope you enjoyed it, and until next time, see you!**_


	19. Chapter 19

_**A/N: Hey guys, I am here with Chapter 19 of Agent Reach, which is now in the top three for favorites, reviews, and follows in the Halo/RvB crossover category! Wow…unbelievable. And to think this story is only really just getting started…I'm curious as to what will happen when I reach Season 11 and 12. Also, some of the reviews when I checked on Christmas made me laugh, including one where someone said they half-expected Tex to drug Reach and fuck the shit out of him...and how she is about to 'reach' (badum-tish!) new levels of cruel.**_

***Chapter 19***

Maine paused from destroying Tucker's porn collection as Reach and Texas left the Blue Base. _'So…it seems I was right. She is definitely on top in that regard.' _He chuckled softly to himself as he heard the struggles of Tucker trying desperately to free himself. The aqua soldier was still tied to the base wall by spare heavy duty cable wire that Maine had found lying around, probably dropped there by Florida.

'_Florida…you chose me to lead these morons,' _Maine thought as he reloaded his Brute Shot before firing again, sending the destroyed remains of various porn discs into the air much to Tucker's despair. "Come on! Please, cut it out man!"

Maine growled and cuffed the aqua soldier over the head with his gauntleted hand, making him groan in pain. "Ow!" Rolling his eyes, the massive white Freelancer used the blade of his weapon to cut the wire, the soldier falling on the ground in a heap. "Ughhh…" He stumbled to his feet, only to fall back down again in an undignified way, making Maine hiss in frustration. _'You have got to be fucking kidding me…'_

Growling in irritation, he yanked the man up by the shoulder, placing him roughly on his feet. _'Get up, you fucking Casanova wannabe…' _Maine saw him look down at a case that somehow survived the massive Freelancer's tornado of destruction, and he let out a whoop. "Sweet! I still have one-"

Maine cut him off by throwing him into the corner and firing his Brute Shot at the disc, destroying it completely. _'No, you don't.' _Tucker hung his head in shame, and Maine growled before pointing towards the top of the base, Sigma translating. _"Private Tucker, you are on the first watch shift. And I'll give you some advice; it's wise if you listen. We'd like for you to remain in one piece."_

'_Too bad,' _Maine grunted, making the red AI chuckle. Tucker hobbled out of the base, muttering something that sounded a lot like, "It's too fucking cold for this shit," leaving Maine alone in the base. That was, until the moron who shot the Alpha's body with a fucking tank entered. "Anything for me to do, sir?"

'_Yeah. One; don't try and be a kiss-ass to me after you shot the most valuable thing in the canyon with a goddamn tank. Two; get smarter,' _Maine thought in annoyance. Sigma snickered at the massive Freelancer's annoyance, using his inability to speak to his advantage. _"Yes. You will relieve Private Tucker's watch in four hours, but for now, rest in your quarters and don't watch any of Tucker's…home movies._"

The blue soldier nodded and walked away, leaving Maine alone with the enormous mess inside. _'Now…where is that goddamn vacuum cleaner? I'd like to clean up after getting a bit carried away. Also…how the hell are we going to retrieve the Alpha's body with a trigger-happy, annoying British asshole looking over the canyon?'_

-0-

Wyoming sprinted away from Blood Gulch, panting hard. He had managed to take out Florida, but his objective to take him out silently and undetected didn't go completely to plan. That aqua bastard had spotted him, and just as the British man was about to fire again, his weapon jammed, rendering it unusable. So, he had no other option but to abandon the mission and retreat away from the scene before any other possible surviving Freelancers found him.

He twitched his mustache slightly as he took a breather, sitting down on a rock to disassemble his Sniper Rifle. _'Florida is dead, but I have to worry about possible backlash from any of the others. If they're alive.' _Wyoming still remembered how he woke from unconsciousness to see York's dead glassy eyes staring at him, with Delta having been forcibly ripped from him by the Meta. _'Maine is still around. Reach and Tex must be dead…so are Carolina and York. The only ones that could be left are a pair of squabbling twins and the second-worst fighter.' _

He snorted as he found a small obstruction inside the Sniper Rifle's chamber, tossing the bit of rubbish away before ejecting the clip. The bullet on top was dented and bent, making it useless. _'Figures…' _He took out the ruined bullet, sticking it into the ground and slapping the now half empty clip back in, putting his weapon back together.

He wasn't worried about getting in a fight with Washington. In more than a dozen training skirmishes, he had easily beaten the black/gold Freelancer, tossing him into the wall a few times in more than one. Of course, there was always the possibility of Washington having improved massively since the downfall of Project Freelancer, but the chances of that were slim.

The project's destruction had not been a pretty one. After York deserted in an attempt to find out the truth behind Carolina's death and the disappearances of Reach, Texas, and Maine, he was killed by the Meta while Wyoming was knocked unconscious. North and South Dakota deserted as well after the purple Freelancer refused to hand Theta over to the Director, having found out about the man's intent to give the shy AI to the Meta.

As for Washington, he hadn't fared any better. The Director used him as a scapegoat, and the black/gold Freelancer was currently imprisoned by the UNSC, where he was forced to collect Freelancer equipment to prevent it falling into the wrong hands. So far, he had found nothing that would get him out of the mess the project had become.

Wyoming put his weapon across his back and headed away from the canyon. Maine was going to be on maximum alert, and even though the big man was never a specialist with Sniper Rifles like the Brit, he was good enough with one. And as Florida was one of Maine's few friends within the organization, he was going to be beyond pissed off. _'I'll have to lie low for a few days…maybe a week at most. Then, I can take out that aqua bastard as it seems he knows about the project.'_

-0-

Reach stood in the shower, shaving the stubble that had started to grow under his chin carefully. The bit of German in him was starting to show, and he had decided to get rid of it before he ended up looking like Jorge. The big man liked to tease about being able to give 'mustache rides'. Whatever the hell that was. **(A/N: XD sorry I was watching Super Troopers)**

His lip twitched slightly as the razor cut him, the sensation of blood slowly trickling out and getting washed away by the icy water. _'One would think it was a waste of resources to fit bases in the middle of a desert with this level of accommodations...but those training suits aren't anywhere near as advanced as Freelancer equipment or MJOLNIR armor and can't recycle the waste…which now that I think of it, is pretty damn disgusting.'_

Reach could hear Sarge upstairs, still working on his newest project. Which turned out to be a robot that he named Lopez. As much as the red soldier loved humming songs about killing Grif and making Private Simmons his bitch, the man was very good when it came to mechanics. _'If only he was as good in other areas…' _Sarge was still waiting for a speech unit, which would enable Lopez to communicate with the rest of the team.

He stroked his shaven chin, turning off the water and stepping out, grabbing the sidearm he placed on the counter. If an enemy were to break into the base, Reach didn't want to have a tombstone that read, 'Got killed while taking a shower', although the real reason was because of a certain someone that was beside the closet. _'She does know I can see her, even though she's using her Active Camouflage, right?'_

Reach dried himself off, sighing as he put his clothing back on. "Tex, I know you're there. You are not exactly slick, you know." The black Freelancer deactivated her cloaking, sticking her tongue out at him. "Meh, you're no fun."

The former Spartan let out a sigh, meeting her gaze. "Says the one who stole Donut's stupid tentacle porn and shipped it over to that idiot at the Blue Base. I bet anything that he's wishing he could be on a nonexistent Green Team instead of being mentally scarred." _'I don't think even Emile or Jun would go that far…scratch that. Emile already did, that bastard.'_

Texas laughed, smiling innocently. "Which one? You have to be a bit more specific when you say 'idiot on the Blue Team'. The only smart ones are Maine and Sigma." Reach sighed and rubbed his head before giving her an exasperated look. "The dumbass who got his porn destroyed." _'Don't play the goddamn innocent game…you are far from that.'_

"He deserved it," Texas returned, giving him a small smile. "And about that…I'll bet that he isn't in a mental institution just yet." Reach snorted and began to walk away when she grabbed his arm, looking at him with a smirk. "What will you do if I'm right, hmmm~?"

The former Spartan stared at her, for it sounded like she wanted to have a bet with him about whether Tucker was a weak, whimpering mess or still somewhat sane. "I don't recall anything about it being a bet, but if that's how you want it, fine. You get to pretend you're in charge for a day. But what would you do if I'm right?" _'I swear, if it involves what I think it does…'_

His suspicions were confirmed as Texas leaned in close, gently kissing him. "Whatever you tell me~." Reach let out a sigh, flexing his shoulder. "That can be taken in more ways than just one, you know." _'And I have a good feeling it goes along with that goddamn catchphrase of yours…'_

"Mreow chicka mreow mreow~."

"Goddammit…"

-0-

Donut stood on top of the Red Base, pleased with himself. After he got back the Red flag and managed to steal the Blue one, Command sent him his own unique armor to make him a certified member of Red Team. "Look guys! Command was so impressed, they gave me my own armor!"

Simmons let out a snort, shaking his head. "You thought you were buying it at the fucking store, you idiot." _'Goddamn, this guy is ever worse than Grif!' _He looked at the chubby orange Private, who was trying to hold in his laughter. _'The fuck is his problem?' _Simmons then took a closer look at Donut's armor, and he too started to snicker. _'Oh God…please don't tell me Command gave him a fucking pink suit on purpose!' _"Um, Donut, about your armor…"

"What about it?" the oblivious Private asked, not aware as to the reason why the two were snickering. Simmons tried to control his laughter, his words nearly unable to form. "It's a little…help me out Grif."

"It's pink! Your armor is fucking pink!" Grif burst out, no longer bothering to try and hold back his laughter. Simmons meanwhile could keep it held back as he faced Donut again. "Yeah, that's right…pink." _'Maybe they thought he was a girl? Or maybe…that blonde chick who's always with the Lieutenant and beat the living shit out of us did it.' _Even though a few days had passed, Grif still felt tremendous pain whenever he had to take a piss, and Simmons was pretty sure he suffered from a slight concussion and enormous humiliation. Not because he got the shit kicked out of him by a girl, but because all of them (save for the new Lieutenant) got their asses handed to them on a silver platter at once.

"It's not pink!" Donut protested. "It's like a, a light-ish red." Grif stopped laughing to give the Private a snort. "Guess what? They already have a color for light-ish red. You know what it's called? Pink!"

The pink Private shook his head. "You guys are colorblind. Why would Command send me a pink suit?" Grif shrugged, leaning against the outside cover of the base. "Hey, don't ask, don't tell."

As the orange Private began to laugh, Simmons too snickered before looking at Grif in mock disapproval. "Hey, that's not funny." _'Yes it is…who the fuck am I kidding? Even Sarge would find this funny.' _

Grif finally caught his breath, shaking his head. "Come on; it's kinda funny." Simmons rolled his eyes, only to stop as Sarge appeared with what seemed to be a brown robot. "Sarge!" _'What the hell is that thing? More importantly, does our Lieutenant know about this?'_

Simmons then heard a slightly irritated shout of, "Goddammit Tex!", making him sigh. _'I take that as a no…' _"Sarge, what the hell is that? It looks like a robot." The red Sergeant drew his Shotgun, looking at the three. "That's right, Private. I need someone intelligent to talk to who won't beat the living shit out of me for their own enjoyment. Did my package come in yet, Tooth Fairy?"

Donut let out another protest, making Grif and Simmons face-palm. "It's not pink; it's light-ish red!" Sarge let out a snort, amused. "Don't let your panties get in a bunch. Just answer the goddamn question." Donut nodded, handing him a small package. "Here, sir."

Grif faced Simmons, and the maroon soldier could picture him with his mouth open in shock. "Wait, Lopez is a robot?" Simmons didn't have time to answer before Sarge butted in dryly. "The fact that he sleeps standing up and drinks motor oil didn't occur to you?"

The chubby orange soldier shook his head, looking down at the base. "I just thought he was trying to impress me or something…" Simmons and Donut snorted in laughter as Sarge aimed his Shotgun at Grif. "Goddammit Grif…I oughtta get in the Warthog and crush your head like a tomato can."

Simmons looked down at the newly repaired vehicle, and he tried to hold back his laughter as he saw the word 'Puma' written on it in pink spray paint. _'I don't think that was Grif or Donut…maybe that blonde did it?' _

Their Lieutenant marched up the base stairs, and the four of them (not including the new robot named Lopez) stood stiff. "Sir!" The black/red soldier nodded, looking at the robot intently. "Sarge…did your speech unit come in yet?" Simmons tried to prevent a gasp from leaving him. _'Shit, he knew about this?' _

Just as he was about to say something, he heard a grenade detonate downstairs, and the Lieutenant sighed. "Excuse me for a bit…it seems a certain _someone_ is playing with…who wrote that on the Warthog?" Sarge peered at the graffiti before letting out a growl, aiming his weapon at Grif. "That's it, Private. Your ass is dead now."

Before he could shoot, the Lieutenant put his hand up. "Before you go around shooting your own men, maybe you should make sure it was actually him." He faced Grif, who had tried to somehow hide in a snowman. In the middle of a fucking desert. _'Are you serious right now? Why would you try and hide in a snowman in the middle of the fucking desert? Secondly, where the hell did you get the snow from?'_ Simmons wondered.

The black/red soldier sighed, placing a hand over his golden visor. "Private…I have many questions for you, but first has to be this; where in the name of sanity did you find snow in the middle of a fucking desert?" Grif started to answer when the Lieutenant put his hand up again. "Actually, never mind. Save me the headache and don't tell me where you managed to find it. But, did you write the words 'Puma' on the Warthog?"

Grif shook his head, gulping nervously. "No sir! I thought it was Simmons or Donut! Or maybe that chick who beat the shit out of us?" The black/red leader let out a sigh, heading back downstairs. "That last one sounds more believable…" He then stopped as they heard another grenade explosion, though this one didn't seem to be coming from downstairs. "Okay, very funny. Sarge, you take Lopez downstairs. I don't want the Blues to find out we have a robot on our team. Simmons, you and Pretty in Pink watch the flags."

"Come on! It's light-ish red!" Donut tried to protest. Grif snickered and faced their leader. "What about me, sir?" The Lieutenant nodded over to the Warthog (now known throughout the team as a Puma), loading a round into his Battle Rifle. "You're coming with me and Tex."

"Do I have to~?" a pretend whiny (and potentially flirty) voice asked from downstairs, making the leader rub his head. "Yes, Tex. Now get the hell up here." Simmons began to sweat nervously as the black soldier popped her head up, climbing out of the base through the most unorthodox way possible. _'If she wanted to, she could punch us in the dick before we could even lift a finger…' _

"Meh, I was looking forward to shooting something anyway," she shrugged as she got to her feet. "So, who's the moron who wants to die for throwing grenades at our base?" The Lieutenant peered through his Battle Rifle scope, and he let out a snort. "It's that moron you sent Donut's hentai to. I don't think he's exactly happy with you."

The pink soldier fell to his knees, crying. "You stole my porn!?" The red/black soldier let out a snort, lowering his rifle. "No. We just borrowed it without permission or any intentions of returning it." He then turned to the woman in black. "By the way, you lost the bet."

"Fuck," she sighed. "I was looking forward to ordering you around for a day. I had something really fun in mind." Luckily, another grenade explosion prevented her from saying what exactly she had planned, much to Simmons's relief. _'Oh thank fuck…'_

'_Right…so, we attack the Blues. Lovely. I guess it's time to get revenge for them destroying our jeep.'_

_**A/N: Sorry for the abrupt ending guys, but I felt myself getting less involved with this chapter and felt the need to end it before I did something abso-fucking-lutely stupid with it (like write in an early sex scene. That may or may not happen later; depends on the fan vote), and Happy (late) New Year!**_


	20. Chapter 20

_**A/N: Hey guys, Little Dragon-kun here in intense pain due to a broken collarbone and a few broken fingers, and with a major milestone for this fanfic, Chapter 20. It's a real struggle right now,**__**so if you spot a mistake, give me some slack…As for the idea of add smut or not to add it, I'm still thinking that over whenever I'm not swearing black and blue in pain. Reach gets some new armor pieces, and he'll be wearing my old Halo 3 armor (which I thought looked badass). Also, don't pester me about updates, alright?**_

***Chapter 20***

Tucker's arm began to throb in pain, strained out from constantly throwing grenades at the Red Base. "You son of a bitch!" _'I am going to kill that fucking bitch in black! That shit was not funny in the slightest!' _

The woman in black on the Red Team had stolen one of his prized porn discs, swapping it with some…extremely disturbing shit. In the few brief (and very painful) moments of seeing two guys get fucked in the ass by a giant tentacle porn monster, Tucker had been more mentally disturbed than he had ever been. He had been looking forward to masturbating to hot Scandinavian chicks, not being mentally tortured by the weirdest abomination to ever play on his screen.

Tucker rubbed his aching arm, and he began to pant heavily. It was really hot once again, and he was also by himself in hostile territory. And if the Reds responded by throwing both that black/red guy and that black chick, then he was most likely going to have to run as fast as he could to base. If he didn't want to suffer an agonizing beatdown like the rest of the Reds.

He squinted, and he gulped as he saw the jeep approach him. _'Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit…I better run!' _Tucker turned around and ran, the low growl of the jeep's engine growing closer and closer. _'How the hell did they get that goddamn thing fixed so quickly!? This is bullshit!' _

He then stumbled, unable to move for some reason. "Son of a bitch!" _'Why can't I move!? What the fuck is going on!?' _Tucker looked at his legs as he fell, covered in some weird pink shit that was really hard. _'What the fuck is that!? This shit isn't funny!' _He tried to pry it off, but whatever the hell it was, it wasn't budging. _'Oh, come on!'_

The jeep pulled up next to him, and he heard a blunt male voice. The new Red Team leader. "Nice shooting. He definitely can't move." Tucker looked up, seething as he saw the golden visor of the woman who had resulted in his now disturbed mind. "It was your fucking fault!"

"Really now? Because it seems to me that you were the one throwing grenades at our goddamn base, not me," she returned dryly, giving him a kick in the ribs. Tucker winced in pain, still unable to move due to the weird pink stuff all over his legs. "Ow! What the fuck is this pink shit on my armor!?" _'It's really sticky, too! It's like that black stuff from the teleporter!'_

"It's paint. When it hits your armor, it sticks to it and locks it down," the Red Team leader answered, giving the aqua soldier a tap on the head with his pistol. "I am aware of how Tex here sent you the worst thing ever to end up on a disc. But, that does not mean you start randomly throwing grenades at our base. And I am sure that Maine won't appreciate you wasting supplies. Grenades aren't cheap."

'_This is some serious bullshit!' _Tucker thought as he could do nothing but glare, though it didn't have an effect as he was wearing a helmet. "So, are you just going to stand over me and lecture me, or are you going shoot me already? I'm getting tired of fucking baking to a crisp here."

"No, I'm busy sticking my tongue out at you!" the fat orange guy and the black chick said at the same time, the orange guy covering his crotch as the woman in black turned to him. "Grif, shut up."

"You're both wearing helmets," the Red leader sighed, placing a hand over his golden visor. "The effect of that is nonexistent. Like this guy's chances of not getting brutally thrown halfway across the canyon by Maine."

"Would you just fucking get me out of this shit!?" Tucker yelled in irritation. "It's too hot for this!" The Red Team leader snorted, giving him a prod with his boot. "I don't have to. Someone else is already here to do that."

'_The fuck does he mean by that!? None of you assholes are on my team!' _Tucker seethed. Just then, a large shadow appeared over him, followed by a low, rattling hiss of annoyance. The aqua soldier gulped, for he knew he had fucked up big time. _'Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit…it's Maine.' _"Fuck me…"

"No thank you," the black woman and Red leader muttered at the same time, the fat orange guy laughing. Tucker strained his neck, only to stare into Maine's enormous domed visor. "Um…hi?" _'Please don't fucking kill me…'_

Maine let out an annoyed hiss, grabbing Tucker by the arm and heaving. The aqua soldier yelled out in protest, his already aching arm now on fire. "SON OF A BITCH!" _'This is bullshit!' _

"Maine, do and try not to kill him," the Red leader sighed. "He's just pissed at the fact that Tex sent him one of our men's incredibly disturbing porn discs." Maine growled, staring at the black woman and hissing.

Tex laughed, leaning against the Red leader. "Reach and I had a bet to see if he would be mentally disturbed and crying in a corner. Sadly, I lost." Tucker winced as Maine smacked him in the legs with his giant knifle, the pink stuff breaking and falling off his armor. "Ow! Why the fuck do you hit so hard!?" _'This guy hits harder than a fucking grizzly bear!'_

His blood then froze as he remembered what Church had told him about Tex. _'Oh fuck…did I just piss off the Freelancer who could've killed Church if she wanted to on Sidewinder? Fuck me…' _

Tex looked at him, glancing briefly over at the Red leader. "Hey, honey…do I have permission from you and Maine to kick him to the other side of the canyon~?" The Red leader, now known as Reach, let out an exasperated sigh. "No. And I doubt Maine will…um, Maine?"

Tucker looked around, only for him to get picked up and multiple rocks to hit him. "Where the fuck is this shit coming from!? Who the hell are these people!? What the fuck is going on!?" _'This is just bullshit!'_

"Now, don't come here and start throwing grenades at our base, unless you feel like getting shot," Reach grunted. Maine smacked Tucker on the head again, a dull pounding starting to make his eyes water. "Ow…" _'This really fucking hurts…' _If he didn't have a concussion as a result of the constant head injuries, he'd be surprised.

Tucker then felt something cuff him hard on the back of his head, and he then passed out.

-0-

Reach sighed and looked at Texas, unamused by her action of smacking the Blue soldier in the head with her Battle Rifle and knocking him out. "Was that really necessary? I think we got our point across." _'Besides, Maine's already about to launch him to the other side of the canyon.'_

Texas shrugged, nudging his shoulder gently. "Yes. He called me a bitch. No one does that and walks away conscious." Maine grunted in agreement, throwing the limp Tucker over his massive shoulders. Sigma flashed up, shaking his head as he looked at the unconscious Blue soldier. _"Agent Maine did warn him what would happen if he attempted this stunt. Do we still have that chain of yours?"_

The white Freelancer growled and pointed in the direction of the Blue Base, making the red AI laugh. _"Ah. At least have it handy for situations like this. Private Caboose will be waiting for our return, so we shall be on our way. Reach, we'll be in touch."_

With the unconscious aqua soldier draped over his shoulders, Maine headed back to the Blue Base, while Reach got back in the driver's seat of the Warthog. "Come on. We better get back to base." _'Goddammit Tex…why did you write 'Puma' on this thing?' _

The black Freelancer got in the passenger seat, while Grif took the gunner position. "Aww, but I wanted to stick my tongue out at that aqua asshole more~." Reach sighed as he started the engine up, driving back to base. "Tex, you're wearing a helmet. That sort of eliminates any effect it might have had." _'You're doing this on purpose…' _"And by the way, did you write 'Puma' on the sides in pink spray paint?"

The blonde took off her helmet, sticking her tongue out to tease him. "Maybe~. I personally think it looks more like a cat than a pig~. Meow~!" Reach rested his head in his hands, parking the Warthog (or as everyone else calls it, the Puma) outside the Red Base. "Then take it up with the UNSC. I'm sure they would love to change the name of a vehicle that has been in place for over half a century." _'And why the hell do you act like a goddamn cat?'_

"That takes way too long though~. And there's only one long thing that I like, mreow chicka mreow mreow~," Texas purred at him. Reach froze, a rather dirty thought entering his mind at that time. _'Goddammit…now is not the time to imagine that.'_

'_Wait a fucking minute, did she see my…?' _Reach was glad that the helmet was able to prevent the blonde Freelancer from seeing his face, which was incredibly red and hot due to the possibility of Texas seeing his manhood. _'Reminder to self: make sure the bathroom door is locked next time I take a shower.' _

"Aww, is someone embarrassed~?" Texas asked, stepping out of the Warthog. "I must say…you looked to be in the double digits for length~." Reach hissed and whirled around, placing his hand over her mouth. "Tex, not now!" _'That's enough out of you…I don't want you revealing the size of my manhood to the entire fucking canyon.'_

Texas pouted, giving his hand a few licks. "Mehhhh~!" Reach tensed at the feeling off her tongue on his gloved hand, giving her a hard stare. "Can you not?" _'Seriously…you're just going out of your way to find different ways to fuck with me.' _

"Then remove your hand," the blonde Freelancer muffled, trying to bite his hand. Reach took it off, making his way back inside the base. "I wouldn't have had to if you didn't try and announce how big I am." _'Goddammit…you're just trying to tease me in every single dirty way possible.' _

"Just trying to see how far you'll let me go~," Texas purred, butting his shoulder. "I guess I found your limit then~." Reach sighed and stopped when he saw Donut and Simmons, both soldiers standing next to the flags. "Pinky and you can go." Donut let out a small huff, his head held high. "For the last time, it's not pink."

"What a colorblind fruitcake," Simmons and Grif muttered at the same time, walking away from the flags. Reach took his helmet off to massage the slight throbbing behind his eyes, his lip twitching. _'I swear…I get the feeling this team is getting even worse than I originally thought. What's next, Lopez only being able to speak Spanish or something?' _"Worst team ever. Of all time."

"No, it's the second worst," Texas corrected, laughing as she heard Grif get hit by a soda can. "And he's lucky it was a 'soft drink'." **(A/N: *Badum-tish!*) **Reach let out a frustrated sigh at the horrible pun, shaking his head. "Boo. That was so horrible…" _'Reminds me of when Emile made that stupid pun about the fucking dead batteries being given out 'free of charge'. Goddammit Emile.' _

"What? Not 'pun-ny' enough for you~?" Texas stuck her tongue out, making Reach groan in annoyance. "Just stop. Your jokes suck." The blonde Freelancer gave him a slow wink, nudging his shoulder. "Something else does, too. Wink-wink, nudge-nudge."

"Fucking hell…" the former Spartan sighed. _'If you're not making puns, you're dropping perverted sex jokes. If you're not doing that, you're making shitty puns. Fuck me…wait a minute. If I say that out loud, she might actually take that in a literal way.' _He was going to have to be very careful with his swearing.

Sarge stopped in front of him, dragging Lopez along. "I was about to put in the unit." Reach looked at the button on the robot's back, pushing it and turning it on. Grif and Simmons came from their rooms, looking intently at the robot as it sparked, the visor on the helmet glowing. It looked up at them, and when it spoke, Reach and Texas face-palmed. "Hola."

'_You've got to be fucking kidding me,' _Reach sighed. "Great. Now we have a robot that can only speak Spanish. Goddammit." Texas shrugged, her shoulders slumped. "Well…I guess we need to start taking Spanish lessons."

"Me llamo es Lopez," the robot said in its monotone voice. Grif let out a gasp, even though he probably had no idea what the brown robot was saying. "He said Lopez! I can understand Spanish! Simmons, do you know what he's saying?"

The maroon soldier shook his head, exchanging a glance with Reach. "Uh, no. Why the hell did you think I would understand what the fuck he's saying? I know more German than I do Spanish."

"I'm surprised you know anything," Texas muttered, bringing a snort from Reach. _'I'm surprised he hasn't shot his own fucking foot yet.' _Grif stood with his mouth agape, eyes wide. "I thought you did! Aren't you, you know…of Latino descent or something?"

"Dude, I'm fucking Dutch-Irish," Simmons replied, smacking him on the head with his pistol. "The name Simmons does not sound fucking Spanish, you idiot." Grif winced in pain, holding his head from the strike. "Ow…dude, what the fuck?"

"Can you both act your goddamn age for once?" Reach asked dryly, getting fed up with the two bickering simulation soldiers. "I'm sure Sarge would love to show you his idea of discipline." The red Sergeant pumped his Shotgun, aiming it at Grif. "Damn right...I've got a Shotgun full of pills for insubordination. Do you feel like getting Sarge'd?" Grif backed away from the extremely deadly weapon, which was held by his angry Sergeant. "That's your new line? Goddamn, that shit's awful."

"Disagreeing with a superior is now punishable by death, Private," Sarge grunted. Reach rolled his eyes, his lip twitching. "Unless you feel like giving the Blues an advantage by killing your own teammate, I'd suggest you not do that. Otherwise…Tex here would show her disapproval." _'Meaning she'll kick them all in the dick and beat the living shit out of them. Again.'_

"Thank you, honey~," Texas grinned, cracking her knuckles in preparation, just in case Sarge actually decided to shoot the fat orange Private. "I've been waiting for you to give me permission to beat someone into the ground~."

"You mean sand. We're in the middle of a desert." Grif muttered, backing away even farther now that Texas was within only a few feet of his ruined dick. Even the codpiece on his armor was dented as a result of the brutal beatdown he suffered.

"Shut up, fat-ass," Simmons hissed, elbowing him in the stomach. "You already got your ass kicked by a girl." Grif winced, rubbing his stomach. "So did you, asshole." Reach let out a frustrated sigh, going into the armory. "Tex, you're in brief charge. And for fuck's sake, I don't want to see them in the medical bay because you decided to punch them in the dick." _'I'm going to get these shoulder bits changed out…I don't want to see anyone holding their fucking crotch in agony because of a perverted blonde cat.'_ It was all too easy for him to imagine Texas walking around drunk with cat ears on her head.

Reach looked at the extra armor suits, raising an eyebrow at the one that seemed eerily familiar. _'That looks a lot like the armor developed during Project: HAYABUSA…' _"Eta, what can you tell me about this suit in particular?"

"_Checking…this suit was one of the first prototypes developed by Project Freelancer, called the HAYABUSA Mark I," _Eta answered. _"It was stowed away here after the Director refused to get ONI's permission to actually commission it."_

"That's not a surprise," Reach muttered. He looked at the shoulder pieces on his own armor, which were burnt and ruined in places. _'I think I'll take the Hayabusa shoulders.' _"I'll take it." Eta chuckled, looking at the freshly wrapped pieces. _"Not bad of taste. The color scheme even matches." _

The former Spartan removed the old shoulder pieces, the bits of ruined armor falling on the ground. "Yeah, well…I'm not colorblind. Unlike Private Donut." _'Seriously…when will the kid just admit that his armor is pink?' _

Eta laughed again, and Reach put the new Hayabusa shoulders on, flexing his arms. _'Not bad. Provides good protection without sacrificing mobility. I can see why the Director wanted to use this.'_

"_Systems are reading green throughout, Reach," _Eta informed. _"For an experimental armor system, it actually works like it's supposed to. I'm surprised that ONI didn't allow the Director to use it for Project Freelancer."_

'_They only think he didn't. For all we know, the Meta could have been upgrading itself to get this new secret armor,' _Reach thought, still aware of the new threat of Wyoming. _'He won't be around for awhile. Maine will have a weapon aimed in the direction of the canyon cliffs for at least a week. If he comes back, then Wyoming's dead.' _

'_We don't know what his motive for killing Florida was. It's possible that Wyoming went rogue and assumed that Florida was in cahoots with the Director.'_

'_And North, South, Washington, and York…what happened to them?' _"Pull up the roster list for Project Freelancer. I want to check something," Reach ordered. The list of the Freelancers appeared on his HUD, and he looked at it, raising an eyebrow. _'North Dakota, South Dakota, and Wyoming are listed as rogue; Washington is listed as imprisoned? How the hell…?'_

He shook his head, continuing his way down the list. _'Connecticut, Florida, and Carolina are KIA; Maine, Texas and I are listed as MIA…and New York is KIA as well. Damn.' _"Any files as to why Washington was imprisoned and why North and South Dakota are rogue?" _'The project fell to pieces rather quickly.' _

"_Searching…it seems that Agent Washington was used as a scapegoat by the Director, who has now gone missing. Washington is currently imprisoned by the UNSC and is being forced to collect Freelancer equipment," _Eta informed. _"As for the others…it seems that Agent Wyoming was sent to hunt down Agent New York, who was then killed by the Meta. Agents North Dakota and South Dakota deserted Project Freelancer once they found out about the Director's plans to give Theta to the Meta."_

"I see. Well…it seems I have some work to do," Reach grunted, leaving the armory. "Sarge and I will be starting up a training program. We need to work these guys into shape, just in case either a bastard Brit or massive mutated asshole decides to come into Blood Gulch."

'_As for you, Washington…hold on. I'll try and think of a way to break you out of there.'_

_**A/N: *chuckles before holding my chest* Ow…is there an attempted jailbreak for Wash? And what about the twins who never seem to stop bickering? A showdown with the Meta? Well…let's wait and see. See you!**_


	21. Chapter 21

_**A/N: Hey guys, I'm here with Chapter 21…and still in pain. Last major update said I was going to need 3-4 months to recover (Well, there goes my hopes for being able to play at a concert), so I'm not exactly happy with that at the moment. I decided to give you a chapter about the other Freelancers this time around, and ten free cookies for anyone who knows what song these lyrics are from: **_

_**Give me gear, thank you dear, bring your sister over here and let her dance with me just for the hell of it.**_

***Chapter 21***

_UNSC Alpha Base_

_Sidewinder_

Washington stood over the corpse in front of him, his shoulders slumped. _'I was too late…dammit!' _The body in front of him was that of his old teammate and close friend in Project Freelancer. Agent York.

The deceased agent had several wounds, including a fatal one through his head. Washington crouched down, reaching around the back of his dead friend's head. He found that the chip containing Delta was missing. _'Someone's taken him…but who? The Director, maybe?' _

Sighing, Washington picked up York's body, carrying the corpse away from the scene of the incident. "Old friend, I can't leave your armor here. I'm sorry for what I'm about to do…" _'That bastard used me as a scapegoat, and now he's missing while I'm imprisoned by the UNSC. When I find the Director…I'm going to kill him.' _

He was met by a pair of armed MPs, who stared straight ahead with Battle Rifles in their hands. "Recovery One." Washington nodded despairingly, hating how he was forced to collect the technology used by Project Freelancer. That included armor, experimental weapons, armor abilities, and any AIs. So far, he had only found the dead body of his best friend.

Washington entered the base, stopping in front of the office of a mysterious man known only as the Chairman. "Sir, it's me. I'm here with the corpse of Agent New York of Project Freelancer."

"Enter, Recovery One," a silky smooth male voice ordered. With his hands full, he placed York's body over his shoulder before pushing the door open. The Chairman was sitting in his chair, facing away from the imprisoned agent. "So, you have the body. Interesting…"

He spun around in the chair, his hands neatly folded in his lap. "Is it just the armor, or is the AI known as Delta present as well?" Washington shook his head, placing the body down. "No, sir. I'm afraid it appears as though Delta has been stolen. The helmet has also been taken; therefore we can't view the helmet-cam to see exactly what had happened." _'It's too clean. Too efficient. To steal the helmet as well as Delta…who could have done such a thing? Surely not Wyoming?' _

"That is most regrettable…" the Chairman breathed. "Still. This armor is a magnificent piece of technology, even with the helmet missing. I thank you, Recovery One." He snapped his fingers, and a pair of armed guards entered, each equipped with an MA5B Assault Rifle. "Take Recovery One back to his cell. We'll search for any possible leads as to the culprit of Agent New York's death."

With his head lowered, Washington followed the guards to his cell. _'I can't believe this…the entire time, the Director was looking for someone to pass the blame onto. And that poor bastard happens to be me.'_

'_Will I ever get out of this mess? Or am I doomed to imprisonment forever?'_

-0-

North Dakota rested next to his twin sister, panting. The two of them had been running from the Director and the Meta for nearly two weeks now, following the destruction and downfall of Project Freelancer.

"South, we can't run forever," North said in defeat. "Sooner or later…the Meta or the Director will catch us. We might as well turn ourselves in to the UNSC and admit that we were agents of the project prior to its downfall." The lavender Freelancer hissed at him, her eyes aflame. "Have you lost your fucking mind!? The UNSC will just throw us in some maximum security prison in the middle of fucking nowhere, and then ONI will kill us!"

North winced slightly at his sister's harsh tone, and he tried to keep his voice steady as he attempted to reason with her. "Sis…we don't have any choice. At least we can attempt to make a deal with the UNSC. The Director or the Meta will just kill us on the spot. With ONI, we have a better chance of getting out of this mess alive."

South lashed out with her hand, the back of it catching him in the face. "No one can help us. Not a single fucking person. Anyone who could have helped us is now dead. Reach. Tex. Carolina. Maine. All the people who could have fought the Meta and have a slim chance at living are gone. We're alone in this."

North grimaced at the strike, his cheek stinging. _'We're done for, then. Even Reach and Tex couldn't take on the Meta. She's right.' _"Then what do you suppose we do, then? If the three best Freelancers couldn't defeat the Meta, then what chance do we have? We might as well just sit here and die." He hated sounding so defeated, but there was no hope for either of them. It was a choice between either death or imprisonment. _'We're out of options. We're out of time. South's right…we're completely alone in this.' _

"You're just going to fucking give up, then?" South hissed, her voice thick with fury. "If that's your decision, then fine. Goodbye North." The lavender Freelancer turned to walk away, only to stop in her tracks. "No…he's found us." The anger in her tone disappeared, now replaced by intense fear. And North could only think of two people to send such fear into his twin sister. _'It's either the Director…or worse, the Meta.' _

The purple Freelancer ran towards his sister, stopping dead as he saw the massive figure encased in blue/green armor. _'Missouri…you bastard. Nearly everything I fought for as a member of the project is now lost, thanks to you.' _As much as they had bickered and tried to occasionally harm each other, North still loved South as a sister. _'You're not taking her away from me, too.' _

Reaching behind his back, the Meta drew its Brute Shot, growling. Several AIs appeared around him, and North's eyes widened as he saw just how many agents had fallen victim to the mutated agent. _'Gamma, Delta, Iota…but Eta, Omega, and Sigma aren't there. __Is it possible…that those three are still alive after all?' _

The AI that intrigued the purple Freelancer the most was the female one next to Iota. _'That must be the AI that the Director actually gave him.' _"So…you found us after all." _'We're dead. We can't hope to kill the Meta. He has the others' equipment…and we're done for.'_

'_Call yourself a soldier? We can't just let him kill us without a fight,' _North scolded himself. He drew a Sniper Rifle, loading a clip in. "South, we might die here. But we won't die hiding." His sister nodded, her face pale as she raised a pair of Magnums. "…right."

"_What fools," _the female AI sneered, the cold voice sending shivers up North's spine. _"Meta, show them how useless resistance is." _The Meta hissed, swinging his Brute Shot. North pushed South out of the way, the two of them falling on the ground. The purple Freelancer felt the wind of the blade passing over him, missing by inches. _'That was close…too close.' _

North rolled off of South, the two Freelancers nearly being impaled by the Meta's Brute Shot as it tried to stab down. The blade sank into the ground, and the mutated agent growled in fury as it struggled to free its main weapon.

South fired a series of shots from her Magnums, the rounds impacting on the Meta's armor. It seemed to not care about pain, and the Meta's armor began to glow orange as North unloaded a full clip from his Sniper Rifle into it. _'Dammit…it has York's regeneration ability. And the fact this massive brute snuck up on us…it must have Tex's cloaking or Carolina's chameleon ability.'_

The Meta freed its weapon, and its armor stopped glowing orange, replaced now by some sort of incredibly strong shielding. It jumped upwards, firing its Brute Shot at the two. North rolled away, reloading his Sniper Rifle and firing again. _'This bastard has an Overshield, too. That must be what that new AI is for.'_

The Meta swung downwards, and this time, the blade of the weapon sliced North's Sniper Rifle in half. He discarded the ruined long-range weapon, raising his fists. _'We're done for…unless one of us can distract him for a bit and we can get rid of that damn Brute Shot.'_

The Meta hissed as South continued to fire at it, the Overshield giving way under constant fire. It placed its Brute Shot across its back, making its way towards the lavender Freelancer. The mutated agent reached for South's throat, and North jumped on the agent's back, grabbing the Brute Shot. _'Got it!' _The Meta growled, reaching back and throwing North off of him like a fly. The purple agent fell on his back, winded.

North got to his feet slowly, stumbling over towards the Meta. It had South in its hand, the lavender Freelancer struggling and coughing in the Meta's iron grip. The purple Freelancer raised the Brute Shot and slammed the blunt end onto the back of the Meta's head, stunning the mutated agent. It turned around, only for South to take the opportunity to lash out with her legs and catch it in the perfect spot, the Meta's grip releasing as it slumped down, unconscious.

South gasped for breath, bleeding from a wound in her side. She stumbled over to North, who had dropped the Brute Shot in sheer exhaustion. "I-is it dead?" Her voice rasped out, and the purple Freelancer shook his head. "No. It's just knocked out from us using surprise tactics. Delta, are you there?"

"_Affirmative. I regret to inform that Agent New York has been killed and I have been captured by the Meta," _the green AI said. _"With all due respect, I'd prefer it greatly if someone could get me removed from this abomination the Director created." _North reached forward to remove Delta from the Meta when he heard a pair of gunshots, and a sharp stinging pain seared through his stomach.

North fell on the ground, turning to see who had shot him. His heart sank in despair when he saw who was holding those pistols. _'No…why? Why did it have to be you?' _"South…why?" The lavender Freelancer ignored him, reaching down and yanking Delta from the Meta. She holstered the weapons, looking back at her brother. "It doesn't want me. It wants you. You have Theta and a Drop Shield. That'll be more than enough to keep the Meta occupied for awhile."

North tried to reach out to his twin when the Meta stirred, parts of its armor glowing orange as the regeneration unit began to heal it rapidly. "You mean…you planned this all along?" He couldn't believe that the one person left he had fought for had now betrayed him and planned on using him as bait for the Meta.

South blinked slowly, her eyes filled with anger and sadness. "I'm sorry, brother. But if it's a choice between the two people I care about, or you…it's them. Goodbye, North." The purple Freelancer tried to sit up, only for another bullet to meet his stomach. He gasped in pain, blood flowing from the wounds as he tried to make sense of what his sister just said. _'She never gave a damn about anyone in the project! She hated them all! Who the hell could she mean!?' _

North then remembered when they found out about everything. Carolina's murder. Tex, Reach, and Maine's disappearances. York's desertion. Wyoming's misunderstanding of the situation. Washington's imprisonment. The creation of the Meta, and the Director's ambitions for it. _'Who are the two she could be talking about?'_

His question was answered a short second later, as South let her eyes turn away from him and walk away. "Reach…Maine. Please…don't be dead." North's eyes widened, and as South disappeared, the Meta got back to its feet, growling angrily. _'Why sis? Why…?' _

North tried to get up, blood flowing from his side. "No…wait!" The Meta hissed, grabbing its Brute Shot and sliding a new series of rounds into it. The purple Freelancer turned around, only to get thrown onto the ground. The mutated agent placed its boot onto his chest, breaking the sternum and caving in the ribs. North spat out blood, gasping for breath as the Meta twisted its boot. Ribs broke, and the purple agent could only look as the mutated agent reached down, yanking Theta from the back of his skull. _'Was this the fate of the others?'_

'_South…I don't blame you for doing what you did. You're my sister…no matter what.' _North blinked his light eyes, and the Meta aimed the blade of its Brute Shot at his throat, prepared to kill him. "Make it quick." _'If my death can help you escape…then please. Go on and get as far from here as you can, sis.'_

The Meta sliced, and North's eyes bulged slightly before they closed, never to see the light again.

-0-

South Dakota ran as far as she could, stopping when she was about twenty miles from the scene of the encounter with the Meta. The lavender Freelancer sat down on a broken tree stump, lowering her head and covering her eyes. _'I had no choice…that monster doesn't want me. It wants you, and you can keep it distracted.'_

'_Oh brother…why did it have to be like this?' _South wringed her silver-blonde hair, trying her best to not cry. She had a lot of pride, and hated giving off any indication of weakness. In the project, South had wanted to desperately prove that she was capable of being there. Even if it meant acting like a complete bitch.

Even if it meant she had to act as though she despised two people she had begun to think intimately of. Agent Maine and Agent Reach.

"_Agent South Dakota—," _Delta began to speak when the lavender Freelancer raised her head, sorrow in her eyes. "Don't call me that, Delta. No longer am I Agent South Dakota of Project Freelancer. I don't deserve that title anymore." _'No…I will take the name that was given to me a long time ago. The name that I was born with.'_

"_Then…what do you wish for me to call you?" _Delta asked. South closed her eyes, finally giving in and allowing herself to shed tears. "My real name. Natalie." _'Oh, Nathan…I'm so, so sorry. I never wanted to do this…'_ Blood continued to spill from the gash in her side, throbbing painfully.

"_Very well, Natalie," _Delta breathed. The normally blunt and serious green AI's tone was somber, and it looked down at the ground. _"I can feel your pain as if it were my own. Knowing what you had to do in order to live…it must be unbearable. And I never knew you felt such a way about Maine and Reach."_

South wiped her eyes, thinking of the two missing agents. _'I refuse to believe they're dead. They're out there, somewhere. But where?' _"I didn't want them to know. I had never felt so strongly towards someone before…"

Choking back a sob, South blinked and looked at the green AI. "Delta…do you have any idea where they could have gone?" Delta shook his head, sighing and looking away. _"Not a clue. I'm out of range of the AIs Sigma and Eta…wait a minute."_

South stood up, drawing a Magnum and reloading it. "What?" _'Please tell me you've picked up a trace of them…please.' _The green AI cleared its throat, letting out a cough._ "I've just caught a spike of intense AI activity." _

The lavender Freelancer started to panic, her breathing increasing. "The Meta?" _'Is it headed this way to kill me?' _Delta shook his head, puzzled. _"No. The Meta is retreating to repair a pair of breaches in its armor. The activity is in fact coming from…the Alpha."_

South's eyes widened. She had heard stories from Theta and Gamma about Alpha. It was supposed to be the only 'smart AI' in Project Freelancer, and as a result, was the most powerful of them all. "Alpha? Are you certain?" _'It can't be…I thought Alpha was just a myth!'_

"_Positive. Tracking the location of the spike…" _Delta paused, and after several moments, the green AI spoke again. _"Got it. It's coming from…Blood Gulch. Natalie, check your datapad for the star chart."_

The lavender Freelancer looked at her datapad, checking the star charts. She sighed when she saw that the intense AI activity from Alpha was coming from a planet on the ass-end of the galaxy. _'I didn't train to be a pilot. I can't even fly a damn Pelican with crashing it into some forsaken planet in the middle of fucking nowhere.' _"Great. It's in the middle of nowhere."

"_Don't worry, Natalie. I can fly a Longsword perfectly fine," _Delta said bluntly. South began to walk again, running a hand through her silver-blond hair. "Are there any off-planet extraction points within range?"

"_Yes. There is a UNSC air base located about ten miles north of our present location," _Delta informed. _"We can get there within maybe two, three hours if we hurry." _South nodded, running. "Right. Let's go."

-0-

South crouched down behind a barrier, her pistol in hand. A guard passed by her hiding spot, not looking over to his right, and the lavender Freelancer let out a sigh of relief. _'So far, so good.' _"We're clear."

She looked over at the airfield, hoping that she could find a Longsword to pilot to Blood Gulch or some other Slipspace-worthy craft. _'Pelicans, Falcons, Hornets…no Longswords. You've got to be fucking kidding me.' _"Delta, there's nothing here. None of these craft are capable of making a transition to Slipspace." She bit her lip to prevent a yelp of pain from leaving her, the wound continuing to pulse and throb.

The green AI frowned, his hologram flicking on. _"Let me see…there seems to be a captured Space-Banshee in the left hangar. They're capable of making a Slipspace transition." _South brushed her hair out of her eyes before standing up, looking to make sure they were alone. "Can you fly one?" _'Space-Banshee…hmmm.' _

Even though the Covenant War had spread wide throughout the galaxy, South had never actually gotten a chance to fight against alien invaders. She had been recruited into Project Freelancer almost as the war neared its end, several years ago. As a result, she didn't know much about the Covenant technology, apart from the unique armor abilities and weapons.

"_I'm confident in my abilities to fly this craft. It is a single person ship, but your helmet is missing. That will make things…very complicated if things go wrong in vacuum," _Delta said. South hissed under her breath, her shoulders slumping. Her helmet was somewhere still onboard the _Mother of Invention_, wherever the hell it was. "Great. So if we run into a problem, we're dead." _'There's no way out of this…'_

"_That's only if things go wrong in the transition. The Covenant's Slipspace technology is far superior to our own, and as a result, we have an incredibly small chance of not surviving this," _Delta reassured. South let out a sigh, running over to the hangar as fast as she could. "That's great, D. Now, let's get the damn thing and fly out of here. I don't want to get caught and then die." _'We'd be shot on sight. Or worse, handed over to ONI.'_

She pushed the hangar door open, where the alien aircraft was held up by several cables. South crawled into the aircraft, and Delta began to take charge of the controls. _"Cabin has been sealed. Engaging thrusters."_

'_Maine…Reach…I'm coming.' _South yanked on the lever that looked like the throttle, and the Banshee's engines screamed, the cables snapping. "Get us out of here, D." The green AI's hologram flashed up, and his hands worked over the controls rapidly. _"Autopilot online. I am now in control. Setting a course for Blood Gulch." _

The Banshee soared out of the hangar, heading up towards the sky. South relaxed once they reached space, for there were no other craft at the base that were able to follow her. "So…how the hell do we get this alien piece of shit to go into Slipspace?" _'There's no giant red button or lever.' _

"_Let me handle that part, Natalie," _Delta returned, his hologram in front of her. _"This drive should get us to Blood Gulch within a day. Curious…my estimations show that it would take a UNSC ship about a week to reach Blood Gulch from this location." _

"Looks like the Covenant space program was a success, then," South murmured. A Slipspace portal opened up in front of them, and they flew into it, hoping that the two South was looking for were still alive on the other side.

_**A/N: Well? I was kinda tired of how everyone makes South seem like an annoying bitch who killed her brother, so I tried to make it seem as if she felt pain doing it. And don't bother with a suggestion about a love triangle between South, Tex, and Reach (because it isn't fucking happening lol. Plus it starts getting weird with that 'sharing is caring' BS). Instead…well, she'll go bigger. And bigger is better.**_

_**Tucker: Bow chicka bow wow**_

_**A/N: Goddammit…**_


	22. Chapter 22

_**A/N: Hey guys, I'm here with Chapter 22 of the story I've had possibly the most amount of fun writing, Agent Reach. I know that bringing South into the Blood Gulch crew has raised some crucial questions, including this one: Who will be Recovery Two? Well, I have another OC Freelancer based off of one of my friends on Xbox, and her Halo: Reach character: Agent Massachusetts. And one review made me laugh when someone said they wanted to give South a hug but also shank her at the same time XDD**_

_**P.S. I finally got my hands on my dream car: a white 1991 Mazda RX-7 FC3S**_

***Chapter 22***

Washington sat in his cell, holding his head in hands and looking out of the small window. He ached for freedom, just so he could get out of the mess Project Freelancer had become. But, that hope seemed to be nothing but the dream of a fool. ONI had no intention of letting the black/gold Freelancer go; he was lucky that he wasn't shot on sight when an ONI hit-squad snuck onboard the _Mother of Invention_ to try and find the Director.

'_There must be a way out of this…I can't just sit here and die slowly,' _Washington sighed. The door to his cell opened, and he heard an annoyed male voice speak. "You have a visitor, Recovery One." Washington turned around, his grey eyes betraying their intense longing to get out. "Who?" _'Since when the fuck do I have a visitor? I'm in a maximum security prison at the ass-end of the galaxy. No one should even know I'm here, apart from any surviving Freelancers, the Meta, and the Director.' _

A woman, wearing blue/white armor with big green eyes, and light brown hair stepped into the cell. "Me." She turned to the guard, pointing. "I can deal with him on my own." The guard nodded, giving Washington a glare that was returned. "Very well."

Washington looked at the mysterious woman, folding his arms and blowing a strand of his black hair out of his eyes. "Who are you, and what the fuck do you want?" _'Probably some secret ONI agent that wants me dead for fucking their sister in high school, knowing my luck.'_

The woman scoffed, folding her arms and taking a seat across from him. "Two things, Agent Washington. One; I could shoot you now, and I wouldn't suffer any consequences, so don't use that tone with me. Two; what I want is to talk. I can make the Chairman an offer that will get you out of this shithole."

Washington laughed bitterly, looking at the grey ceiling above him. "Right, and then I'll become the fucking King of England. Tell me another good one." _'No one can make a deal with that asshole. He'll keep me here until I fucking die. Or until the Director turns himself in. Whichever comes first.'_

The woman rolled her eyes, giving him a slap. "Washington, do me a favor and use that stuffing between your ears for something other than keeping a helmet on." The black/gold Freelancer's cheek began to sting, and he winced as he felt his cheek. "Who do you work for? ONI? UNSC?" _'Seriously, who the hell is she? And how does she think she can strike a deal with the Chairman? I already tried, and look how that fucking ended.' _

"Neither. I'm just like you, David," the woman answered softly. Washington's grey eyes narrowed, clenching his teeth. "How do you know my real name?" _'The only people who know my name should be dead, save for the Director.' _His fists tightened, and the woman's green eyes flashed in sadness as she looked out of the window of the cell. "I am Agent Massachusetts of Project Freelancer. Or at least…I was."

Washington snorted, looking down. "That's fucking bullshit! We never had a Massachusetts in the project!" The woman rolled her eyes again, showing him a datapad with all the Freelancers that were listed for Spec-Ops use only, and weren't on the roster. "Look, you fucking imbecile. I was never officially on the list, just like the Meta and Captain Butch Flowers. Or should I say, Agent Missouri and Agent Florida."

"So you say…" Washington sighed. "But none of us knew who you were. How do I know you're telling me the truth? How do I know that you're not an ONI spy here to kill me?" _'Massachusetts…what a load of bullshit. I honestly can't believe this.' _Massachusetts sighed and sat down next to him, running a hand through her hair. "Because…I'm the same as you. Imprisoned until we can provide enough evidence to grant our freedom or until we're killed. The Chairman is the only one keeping me from facing a firing squad. He's willing to give us a chance to prove our innocence."

"And how the fuck do I do that, hm? Just go up to him and say, 'Hey, I can go find the Director, drag his ass over here, and then we can have a drink later?' It just isn't fucking done that way," the black/gold Freelancer said in defeat. _'In what possible way can two imprisoned Freelancers possibly strike a deal with the Chairman? I haven't found anything, apart from York's corpse.' _

"You underwent an AI implantation, didn't you?" Massachusetts asked quietly, wiping her legs. "Epsilon." Washington stiffened at the mention of the AI he was supposed to receive. "I did. But what does—"

"If we can find Epsilon, then we can use it as evidence to get us out of this mess," Massachusetts interrupted. "I know enough to know that the AI is missing following the destruction of Project Freelancer. It's our only ticket out of this, though."

Washington shook his head, standing up and ruffling his messy black hair. "I don't know…do you have any word about the others?" The blue/white Freelancer nodded, meeting his grey eyes. "Yes. Though it's only a rumor so far, it's believed South Dakota is looking for Maine and another Freelancer, who I've never heard of. Who's Agent Reach?"

Washington looked at her, stretching his arms within the cramped cell. "He was the newest addition. He received the Eta AI, but went missing along with Maine and Texas following a battle with the Meta. Hell of a fighter, but a good guy." _'Hm…Reach is most likely still alive. I can't see him, Maine, or Tex being killed by the Meta. But if they're hiding somewhere to lie low and get ready to hunt down the Director, where the hell would they hide?' _

"I see…not much in the ONI databases," Massachusetts murmured. "The only things include his matches with South Dakota and Missouri, his two mission reports, short medical files, and the fact he was roommates with Maine. Did he have any armor abilities?"

Washington let out a yawn, rubbing his grey eyes. "Yeah. Active Camouflage unit that Eta runs." Massachusetts didn't look up from her datapad as she kept adding things to Reach's file. "Armor configuration?"

"Red and black Mark VI," the black/gold Freelancer answered. "Gold visor." _'If he's alive, then I'll bet he's changed it to not match the known file in case of a situation like this.' _

Massachusetts finishing adding the notes to the file, standing up. "Come. We're going to talk to the Chairman about finding Epsilon."

-0-

Tucker blinked his eyes open, groaning as he sat up. "Ughhh…man, what the fuck happened?" His head and legs hurt like hell, and he nearly fell when he tried to stand up. "Whoa! What the fuck?" _'This is some strange shit…' _

Tucker then heard an annoyed hiss, and he turned to see Maine standing behind him, arms folded across his massive chest. "Um…good morning?" The massive white man shook his head and slapped the aqua soldier across the back of his head, growling in irritation. Tucker winced, the dull pounding in his head increasing. "Ow…" _'Worst day ever. Of all fucking time.'_

Maine picked him up, throwing him onto the bed with an irritated hiss. Tucker tried to sit up when the massive white man pointed at the bed, growling and brandishing his fist. _'Okay…I guess this means he wants me to stay the fuck asleep?'_

"_Private Tucker, you are currently diagnosed with a mild concussion," _the strange red figure that kept appearing on Maine's shoulder said. _"It is highly recommended you go to sleep and avoid strenuous activity until your symptoms cease." _Maine let out a growl, aiming his giant knifle thing at the aqua soldier and making the red figure laugh. _"Yes, I do know that it is incredibly tempting to shoot that large and rather heavy steel ball that's hung above his head. But, do you really want to have to deal with the medical bills you'd have to pay if you did?"_

Tucker looked up, gulping as he saw a heavy steel ball hanging above his head, suspended by a chain. _'Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit…this looks like some stupid booby trap in that In Diana Jones and the Temple of Poon video.' _"Um…where the fuck did you get a chain in the middle of a desert canyon?" _'I swear, this canyon gets stranger by the day!' _

"_Ask no questions, and you'll hear no lies," _the red figure said, its tone suggesting that Tucker ought to drop the conversation before he ended up knocked out for the second time in the span of about two hours. The aqua soldier sighed and slumped his shoulders, lying back down. "Whatever…" _'Maybe, just fucking maybe, we can get a goddamn hot chick on our team, who's also a badass like that black chick on the Red Team.'_

He had just closed his eyes when he heard an engine whine overhead, making both him and Maine look up. _'What the fuck is going on here? What the hell makes that kind of sound?' _"Okay…what the fuck was that? It didn't sound human."

Maine growled, loading a series of rounds into his knifle before walking outside. The red figure looked back at the aqua soldier, running a hand over its smooth bald head. _"We'll deal with whatever it may be. You just go to sleep."_

For once, Tucker was too tired and in too much pain to argue. "Okay…" He let his head fall back, and within a few seconds, he was out like a light.

-0-

Maine shook his head as he walked outside of the Blue Base, the hot afternoon sun forcing his armor's cooling fans to work harder than usual. _'Fucking idiot…' _The sound from above sounded similar to that of a Covenant Banshee, making him both curious and concerned. _'Why the fuck would a Banshee be in the middle of Blood Gulch? Surely it's not the Meta?'_

"_Curious. I'm picking up a spike of AI activity from Delta," _Sigma whispered. _"Though he is not with Agent New York. He is with a new host." _Maine's eyes narrowed under his helmet, gripping his Brute Shot. _'Who?' _

"_I don't know. But one thing's for sure; it isn't the Meta," _Sigma answered. Maine growled and stepped outside, watching as a Covenant Banshee circled above them. _'We need to try and establish communications with it first.' _

"_I agree," _Sigma whispered. The red AI opened up a COM channel, trying to contact the pilot of the Banshee when it veered towards the ground, landing rather harshly. The cockpit opened, throwing its pilot out as the alien aircraft crashed into the sand. And the occupant nearly made Maine rub his eyes to make sure it wasn't some sort of stupid desert illusion. _'South? What the fuck is she doing here?'_

"_I don't know," _Sigma admitted. _"Though she sure doesn't seem to be completely okay." _Maine snorted and marched over to the fallen lavender Freelancer, aiming his Brute Shot at her and growling. _'Why are you here, South?' _

Her light green eyes stared into his domed visor, and she rubbed her own as if she were dreaming. "M-maine? Is that…you?" She tried to stand up, only to stumble and fall, panting hard. Maine placed his Brute Shot across his back, catching her in his arms to prevent her from hitting her head on the ground. _'She's feels hot…too hot. Not to mention the telemetry coming from her armor. Something's not right.'_

The massive white Freelancer placed a hand on her forehead, his eyebrows furrowing as he realized just how hot it was. _'Damn. She's got a fever. A high one, too. We better take her inside.' _As Maine picked South up, he saw the wounds she had, including a serious one in her side. _'Both wounded and sick…you're a mess, you know that?'_

As he carried her into Blue Base, the lavender Freelancer's eyes fluttered open, though they were hazy and glazed. "Where..am I?" Sigma flashed up, answering for the mute man. _"You are currently in the Blood Gulch Blue Team Base. And hello, brother." _

Delta's hologram appeared, looking solemn as though someone had been recently killed. _"Hello, Sigma. It's nice to see that you two are still alive. I have news to give you, but I want to know this; are Agent Texas and Agent Reach still alive?" _

"_They are, though they are at the other end of the canyon," _Sigma answered, folding his arms across his chest. _"How did you manage to find us? We weren't picking up anything from you out here." _Delta let out a sigh, appearing next to his brother. _"We didn't, either. The signal we picked up was from our original, Alpha. We tracked the location to here, and upon our journey, it appears as though the wounds South received during a battle with the Meta got infected. And that leads me to the news I have to give you. Agent North Dakota is dead."_

'_Yet another one of us has fallen…there's not many of us left,' _Maine growled. To him, North was always a nice guy. When Maine was undergoing the rehabilitation for his throat wound, the purple Freelancer kept encouraging him to become better, to become stronger than he was before. And they shared quite a few beers together.

"_That is most regrettable," _Sigma said, lowering his head. _"What was his cause of death?" _Delta paused, casting South a sad glance. _"I'd rather not say it…I think we'd all prefer if she tells us the story." _The sympathetic tone in the green AI's voice was unlike him, for Delta was incredibly good at being blunt and brutally honest.

Maine placed South down gently on the bed, folding her hands across her chest. _'Her armor's life support system is going haywire. The Meta must have struck that spot just perfectly...' _The lavender Freelancer's breathing slowly started to increase, and her green eyes closed, passing out.

"_We need to contact Reach and Texas immediately," _Sigma whispered. _"This is very important news." _Maine nodded, growling and brushing some of South's hair out of her face. Even with his armor on, he could feel just how soft it was. _'Maybe…she came here looking for me? But why? Why would she want me for?'_

'_I'll ask her later, when she wakes up.' _Maine grabbed a medical kit, looking at the wound more closely. His face began to heat as he realized he would have to remove her armor to treat it properly. _'Oh, for fuck's sake…we don't have a goddamn dolly to do this for us. It'll have to be done manually…and this is too fucking important to leave to those two morons. Sigma, work on calling Reach and his perverted blonde cat girlfriend.'_

The red AI laughed, opening a COM channel to tell Reach and Texas of the news. _"Very well. Reach, are you receiving? It's Sigma." _The COM crackled for a bit before Reach's voice sounded over. _"Read you loud and clear. Has something happened?"_

"_Yes. We've just had…an interesting visitor arrive here at the Blue Base," _Sigma answered. There was a brief pause, and Maine could hear Reach muttering with Texas in the background before the new Red Leader returned to the call. _"Is it the Meta or Wyoming?" _

"_Not at all. It's Agent South Dakota, and she's in pretty rough shape," _Sigma replied. _"She's been injured in a fight with the Meta, and her wounds have gotten infected. And that's not even the worst of it."_

"_We lost another Freelancer to the Meta, didn't we?" _Reach breathed. _"Who was the latest victim?" _Maine crouched down next to South, removing her damaged lavender armor. Blood spilled out of the wound in her side, reopening and staining the white Freelancer's armor red. _'Fuck. I didn't want to do that.'_

"_It was Agent North Dakota. And South Dakota is in no condition to tell us what happened," _Sigma answered sadly. _"But there's some hope. Delta is here with South, and we'll try our hardest to treat her injuries and find out more."_

"_I see. I'll tell Texas the news. Call us when South Dakota wakes up." _Reach ended the call, and Maine gently removed the burnt shoulder pieces, placing them on the ground. _'Damn…this is ruined beyond repair. I hope we have some spare bits.' _In her sleep, South squirmed and let out a soft whimper. Maine hissed as he switched his heat seeking feature on and saw the waves of heat flooding from the wounded Freelancer. _'She's burning up. We need to get this off of her and keep her somewhere cool.' _

With her chest and shoulder pieces removed, the white Freelancer sat the unconscious South up, removing her back armor before letting her down gently, not wanting to risk injuring her even more. Maine removed his helmet to get a better look at the wound, opening the medical kit and grabbing a can of biofoam. It wasn't much, but it would keep South from bleeding out and stave off the shock. _'I know how much this shit stings, and I almost hate to do this. But we don't have any other options.'_

The white Freelancer inserted the nozzle of the can before spraying, the foam filling up the wound. Still unconscious, South let out another soft whimper, her breathing speeding up. His hands slick with blood, Maine growled as he placed a heavy bandage over the gash, taping it up. _'There. Best we can do on that matter. Now, time to remove the rest of this shit.' _

He wiped his hands with a rag, removing the rest of South's damaged armor. Maine was glad she was still out, for he didn't want for her to see just how red his face was as he took off her leg armor, inching his way up. _'This is a bit embarrassing…but it needs to be done.' _

Maine froze as he saw there were only two pieces left to remove. The codpiece and the 'ass-armor' as everyone jokingly called it. _'Fuck me…this is awkward.' _His face red, he tugged on the codpiece, but it wouldn't come off. He had to remove the 'ass-armor' first. _'Great. If this is God being a pervert, then he's doing too good of a fucking job.' _

Giving Sigma and Delta a stare that said, 'Don't you dare tell Reach or Tex about this', Maine rolled South onto her side, taking off the armor on her bottom. _'So glad Tex isn't here to make stupid sex jokes.' _With one tug, he managed to also get the codpiece off, letting her back down with a shake of his head. _'That was too much effort for one simple task.' _Maine ran a hand over his head and face, growling in annoyance as he felt the coarse facial hair starting to grow due to his negligence of using a razor. _'This shit needs to go.' _

The white Freelancer picked South up again, surprised at how light she was without the armor on. He could feel the heat continuing to flood from her wounded body as her carried her easily into an empty room of the base, placing her on the bed. _'I never really thought about it before…but even with her bitchy attitude, South is still quite pretty.' _If she controlled her fiery temper a bit better, it would be safe to say Maine might have played his cards and taken a chance. _'Great. I'm thinking this way about one of my now deceased friend's twin sister.'_

'_And don't you dare fucking die on me, South. Don't you dare…'_ Maine already lost his good friend Florida earlier in the week, and he didn't plan on having another Freelancer die. _'Sigma, regulate this room's temperature to five degrees lower than the rest of the base. Delta, you try and repair her Drop Shield. With Wyoming still around, I don't want to risk her not having it ready.'_

"_We're on it, Maine," _Sigma said. The red AI's hologram flicked over towards the air conditioning unit, lowering the room's temperature to try and keep South cool as the fever racked her already wounded body. Delta flickered over to the unconscious Freelancer, looking at her Drop Shield. _"This might take awhile. It's been damaged severely."_

"_I believe we have tools in the base," _Sigma murmured. _"But, with Private Tucker out with a minor concussion and South in her present state…our only real option is Private Caboose. Can you promise not to kill him and ship him to the Red Team, Maine?" _

'_For now. No saying what I might do to his stupid ass later,' _the white Freelancer growled. His irritation increased exponentially as the idiot who shot the most valuable thing in the canyon with a Scorpion-class Battle Tank was mentioned. _'I don't give a shit if he's supposed to be my own soldier. I ought to run his ass over with that fucking tank for shooting Alpha. When we get it fixed, of course.' _Though that didn't look as though it was happening any time this century. It would be quicker to drive a Reliant Robin around the Nurburgring than it would to fix the tank at the rate things were going.

The red AI laughed, lowering the temperature another two degrees. _"We can hopefully have South to assist us in repairing the Scorpion, when she wakes up." _Maine snorted before looking down at the wounded Freelancer. Her silver-blonde hair was sticking to her forehead, and she still squirmed in her sleep. Her closed eyelids were flickering, and her breathing increased even more as she occasionally let out a small pitiful whimper. _'I've never seen South in this bad of shape before. She hated showing any signs of weakness. Even when that bout of flu ravaged the ship, she pressed on.' _

Caboose entered the room, his arms full of all the right tools needed to repair vital Freelancer equipment. "Here, sir. Anything else you need from me?" Maine took the tools from him, shaking his head with a growl. _'No. I'm actually surprised he did something right for once. Though I am still going to be running him over with the tank.' _The blue soldier left, and Maine handed them over to Delta. _'Here. This ought to make it easier. I'm going to check in on that stupid Casanova wannabe.'_

The white Freelancer turned to check in on Tucker when someone grabbed his hand, and he turned around to see it was South. Her eyes were still closed, and Maine froze as she coughed out something he wasn't expecting to hear.

"M-maine…please…don't leave me."

_**A/N: Sorry guys, but I'm starting to lose it in this chapter, and I wanted to end it before a really terrible idea happened (like making Tex 'jump' Reach in the shower). Also, this may come as a surprise, but I actually like South as a character (might be the only RvB fan who does lol), and I don't exactly plan on killing her off. For now, at least XD. See you!**_


	23. Chapter 23

_**A/N: Hey guys, I'm here with Chapter 23 of Agent Reach, featuring a few stoner movie jokes (Grandma's Boy mainly) and perhaps a shitty pun throughout. Also, I managed to get my first speeding ticket in my new car XD (going 78 in a 45 mph zone). **_

***Chapter 23***

Reach sighed as he walked on top of the Red Base. _'Why is South Dakota here? I know that Space Banshees are capable of a Slipspace transition, but Delta was out of range of both Eta and Sigma. Could they in fact have locked onto Alpha?' _He held a Sniper Rifle in his hands, and he performed a quick sweep of the top of the canyon to make sure Wyoming wasn't lurking around. _'Not a thing. The bastard must have legged it after he was spotted.' _

Reach lowered the long-range weapon, thinking of how he could possibly break Washington out of his prison. _'He'll be in the most secure cell in the prison, and heavily guarded. Tex and I can't do it alone, even with Maine with us. We'd be shot the minute we're spotted. Could we possibly…have to use the Reds for this?' _He shook his head, dismissing the idea as completely and utterly ridiculous. _'No. Not in their current state, at least. They don't even know that they're all just simulation soldiers.'_

"Hey," Texas's voice murmured from behind him, and the former Spartan could feel her press against his back. He turned around, only for his face to heat up as he saw what the black Freelancer was wearing. "Wow, what a great outfit. How much do clothes cost in the Matrix?" _'Goddammit…where the fucking hell did you find that in the middle of a desert canyon?' _He was beginning to believe that the canyon just randomly had shit appear in it. Including a leather body suit.

"I found it in my room, meanie~." Texas stuck her tongue out at him, and Reach sighed as he looked through the scope of the Sniper Rifle again. "So…South Dakota's here, as well as Delta." _'For her to get Delta…either she had to kill York herself, which as we know didn't happen, or her and North managed to swipe him from the Meta. But if that's the case, then why isn't her twin brother with her? Something's not right about this.'_

"I know. What worries me is the medical updates Sigma sent to Eta," Texas sighed. "Apparently, it looks as though the wounds she received got infected with something really nasty on the way here. How did they make the journey halfway across the galaxy?" Reach shrugged his shoulders, peering at the Blue Base through the scope. "It looks like she crashed a Covenant Space-Banshee here. Those are capable of making a Slipspace transition." _'But where the hell would one find an alien aircraft? One doesn't exactly find a Banshee in the middle of a car dealership.' _

The former Spartan lowered the rifle, hoping that South would wake up soon and tell the story. "Eta, send me the report. I want to see the exact details." Eta opened the most recent medical report from the Blue Base, and Reach narrowed his eyes as he read it slowly. _'High fever and yet shivering, glazed eyes…damn. She's got something nasty. And she's been out for at least two hours with shock, even with the biofoam.' _"I'll drive over with any supplies we can spare. Unless you feel like coming along, you're in charge of the base."

"Yay me," Texas grinned, cracking her knuckles. Reach rolled his eyes and gave her an intense stare, even though his helmet was on and negating its effect. "That's me being polite and telling you to get your goddamn armor on. We have a mutated psychopathic wind-up toy and a Wario-mustached British asshole trying to kill us. I don't need one of the best Freelancers to end up dead because she decided to wear a leather body suit that looks as though it belongs on Keanu Reeves." _'And partially because I don't need to approach the Blue Base with…goddammit. You've got to be shitting me.' _

Praying that the blonde Freelancer wouldn't take any notice of the quite large changes in his codpiece, Reach tried to turn away and head downstairs to banish the incredibly lewd thought in his mind. _'Please don't look down, please don't look down…' _Texas grabbed his hand, pressing up against him. "So…you finally admit I'm that good, hmmm~? Maybe you might find yourself getting something special~…"

'_No, no, no! That image does not belong here!' _Reach hissed to himself mentally. The innuendos that the blonde Freelancer kept dropping were getting worse and worse. Along with her incredibly shitty puns. "Can you not?" _'I don't need to have an image of me standing over you while on your knees. Especially now…' _

Texas kissed his visor and stuck her tongue out at him, walking away downstairs. "Fine, hun~. I'll be waiting for you to get back~." Reach rolled his eyes, performing another quick sweep of the canyon walls to make sure Wyoming didn't decide to return and make another go at one of the Reds or Blues. _'Wyoming, you won't get away with what you did to Florida. If Maine doesn't shoot you first…' _

He lowered the rifle again, placing it across his back and dropping downstairs. Simmons was standing guard next to the flags, and the maroon soldier snapped off a salute that was pretty crisp, which wasn't too surprising considering he seemed to be the only smart one on the Red Team. "Sir!"

Reach returned the gesture. "At ease, Simmons. Donut will be replacing your shift. I need you to keep a lookout on top of the base." He tossed Simmons the Sniper Rifle, who caught the weapon in his hands. "Keep an eye at the top of the canyon wall. If you see anyone wearing white armor, shoot first and ask questions later." _'Even if it isn't a fatal shot, Simmons should be able to inflict a wound if he hits the bastard.' _

"Yes, sir!" Simmons ran to the top of the base, and Reach knocked on Donut's door, which was (for some ungodly reason) pink. _'At least it matches his fucking armor.' _"Private Donut, it is time for your flag shift." _'I swear to God, he better not make another stupid sex joke. I get enough of that from Tex.' _If it wasn't a pun that would make everyone within hearing range groan in frustration, it was something that would put a really dirty image in Reach's head.

"Coming!" Donut cried out, opening the door and skipping out, an Assault Rifle in his hands. "If anyone of the Blues tries to get the flag, they're going to be totally fucked!" The red/black Freelancer face-palmed at the not-very-well-hidden innuendo, sighing. "Don't make it weird. Just don't let them take the fucking flag." _'Goddammit. If he ends up tied up by either Sarge or Tex, I honestly won't be surprised.' _The Sergeant and black Freelancer already invented one game where they made Donut try on a bulletproof codpiece and shot him in the dick with Magnums. **A/N: XD Super Troopers joke)**

As Donut bounded away and took his position, Reach opened the door to the medical room, searching for supplies that were able to be spared. _'Biofoam, Skelo-Grow, plenty of painkillers…' _He moved the basic medications to the side, looking for something that would keep South dying from shock. _'Biofoam only pushes it aside for a bit. She needs something that'll get rid of it, as well as something for that damn fever.' _

Finally, in the very back, he found a pair of things that had potential to get South back on her feet. _'Deltacillin...good for treating shock. As for this feverfew extract…apparently this is another experimental medicine.' _"Eta, you got anything on these two?" _'Better make sure the side-effects aren't too big of a risk. I don't want to give her something that'll give her tuberculosis or some other deadly infection.' _

"_Affirmative. Both medications have passed ONI's rigorous tests, with no dangerous side-effects reported. The only worry with the feverfew extract may be unusual dreams and slight dizziness," _Eta informed. _"Apart from that, they're both incredibly effective." _

'_Good enough for me.' _Reach grabbed both medications, closing the cabinet and locking it. "I'll take over to the Blue Base. Tex is in charge of the base while I'm gone, Simmons is on watch, and Donut's guarding the flags." Sarge and Grif were nowhere to be seen, but the former Spartan could hear the chubby orange soldier snoring loudly in his room, and he could hear the clanging of tools coming from Sarge's. _'I ought to make Tex get Grif off his ass…but at the same time, I don't want him to end up in the emergency room.' _If there was one thing the perverted blonde Freelancer loved as much as teasing Reach in every dirty way possible, it was beating the living shit of the orange soldier.

"_Shit. We've got a problem," _Eta murmured. _"Alpha's distress signal is still going off. If Delta was able to lock onto it, then the Meta will be able to, as well. We need to recover its body, ASAP." _Reach grabbed a Battle Rifle, loading a clip in. "I'll grab it from the cliff on the way. Maine can't get it, with South in as bad of shape as she is." _'Or risk sending one of the morons on the Blue Team to fetch it without damaging it even more.' _Though it was incredibly hard to find a way to damage something that was already shot by a Scorpion-class tank even further. Unless one shot it with a Shiva nuclear missile.

The former Spartan jumped into the Warthog (or as Texas insisted on calling it, the Puma), and he drove over to the canyon wall, picking up the Alpha's body. _'Good God…I forgot just how much a dead body reeks.' _Reach threw the body into the back of the Warthog (PUMA) and drove over to the Blue base. He pulled up, walking in with the supplies in his hands. "Maine, it's me." Reach heard a low hiss, and he saw Maine standing over the unconscious South, his hands slick with her blood. "So, no changes?" _'The heat waves are tremendous…even with the base's temperature set lower, she's burning up.'_

Maine shook his head, motioning to the medications in Reach's hands. The former Spartan crouched down to South's side, opening the feverfew extract. "Open her mouth. This is our best option right now." He had never been a great medic, but he knew enough to keep someone from dying in the field. And in the field, someone almost always got injured. _'After these treatments, we have no other choice but to wait.'_

Maine gently pried the wounded Freelancer's mouth, and Reach let the extract trickle in. "Make sure she swallows it." From inside the Blue Base, he heard a weak cry of, "Bow chicka bow wow," prompting Maine to growl and hiss in annoyance. _'You've got to be shitting me. I didn't know I brought Tex along with me.' _He tilted South's head to let the extract go down before opening the shock medication, giving her a dosage.

The massive Freelancer stomped away with an irritated growl, and Reach and Eta looked at each other as they heard several dull thumps, followed by a series of annoyed hisses from Maine and weak protests from the unfortunate Blue soldier who decided to make the comment.Reach sighed and gently massaged South's throat, making sure she didn't accidently choke on it and die a really unpleasant death. "Well, that's predictable. Delta, are you there?" _'I have a feeling Maine's tempted to kill him already.' _

The green AI flashed up, nodding. _"Affirmative. It's nice to see you're still alive and in one piece. I don't think you're just here to pop a visit." _Eta shook his head, glancing over at Sigma. _"Sadly, no. We've come to see if this medication we found in the Red Base will help South Dakota recover from this. Sig, did you guys manage to find out anything else?"_

"_Not a thing. South hasn't regained consciousness since crashing that Banshee here," _Sigma answered. _"The fact that you locked onto Alpha's distress signal is worrying. If we don't get it from the cliff and disable it, then the Meta can track us here." _Reach walked outside, glancing up at the canyon wall briefly before grabbing Alpha's body and reentering. "I picked it up on the way here. Eta, I'll leave to you. I need to make sure Maine hasn't actually killed that idiot." _'Judging by the impacts, I'm going to guess it was a heavy steel ball that fell onto his head, followed by several slaps.' _

He entered the room, where he was not surprised to find out he was right. "Nice to see you beat your own soldier with a Brute Shot. And where the fuck did you get a steel ball in the middle of a desert canyon?" _'This canyon has some really weird shit going on…first a black leather body suit, now a steel ball. What's next?' _

Maine stopped repeatedly smacking the dazed Blue, shrugging his massive shoulders. He then picked up the soldier and threw him onto a bed before leaving, growling softly. Reach shook his head, sighing. _'I think Maine's going to murder him within a week and blame it on the tank.' _"What a fucking idiot…"

They returned to see South was looking a bit better. Her face wasn't anywhere near as pale, and her breathing was slowly returning to normal. _'The heat waves aren't as bad, either. I guess this shit works.' _But upon closer inspection, he could see that her eyelids were moving rapidly, and her arms twitched ever so slightly. _'Damn. The unusual dream side-effect is kicking in. Still, it's not like we had much of a choice. It was either we take this small chance or have her die and live with the guilt.' _

Reach turned to the three AIs, who were trying to shut down Alpha's distress beacon. "How's it going?" Sigma shook his head, his eyebrows furrowed in confusion. _"Not good. We need a certain keyword to disable it, and we can't hack our way in. The only damn thing it's saying is, 'Give the name of the cursed'. What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"_

'_I've got a really bad feeling about this,' _Reach sighed as he walked over to the body, crouching down. "Let me see…name of the cursed, huh? I've got an idea." _'It's either me or Tex. But the Director doesn't know my name. It's her.' _"Try 'Allison'. I think it'll work." _'If it doesn't, then I'm fucking beat out of ideas.' _

Eta put in the keyword, sighing in relief as a soft voice rang out. _"Keyword accepted. Distress beacon system disabled." _Reach stood up, flexing his fingers. "Nice work. Now the Meta can't track us down here." _'But if he did, he'll find that we are more than ready to fight him.' _

He then turned to Maine, beckoning for him to follow. "Maine, come here a sec. There's something I need to talk to you about." _'We need to get Wash out of prison. He hasn't done anything wrong, as far as I know.' _The massive white Freelancer followed him, and once they were out of earshot, the Red Leader sat down. "Tex and I received confirmation that Wash is in jail. I've been thinking this over, and I've decided on this."

Maine raised an eyebrow, and Reach met his gaze evenly. "We're breaking Wash out of there."

-0-

Washington followed Massachusetts to the Chairman's office, sighing. "Just how the fuck do you think this is going to work? I've tried to strike a deal with him, and look at where that got me." _'Unless she gives him a blowjob, I don't see it working at all.' _

The blue/white Freelancer didn't look back, stopping in front of the Chairman's office. "Easily. I'll make him a deal he just can't refuse. If that doesn't work, then I guess I'll work my magic on him. Men like him are easily swayed by a pretty lady." The black/gold Freelancer nearly stopped dead, rolling his eyes. "Right. So if I grow a pair of boobs I can bullshit my way out here?" _'What the fuck...why do I have to sit and rot in a prison while my friends are either killed or suffering the same fate?'_

"Just shut up and let me do the talking. That's probably what got your ass locked up in the first place," Massachusetts said dryly. She knocked on the door, running a hand through her brown hair. "Chairman, it's me. I have a proposition for you that I believe you will find most interesting."

"Enter, Recovery Two," the Chairman invited silkily. Massachusetts opened the door, and both imprisoned Freelancers stepped inside, closing it behind them. The Chairman swiveled around in his chair, his hands folded neatly in his lap. "Ah, I see you've brought along Recovery One as well, Agent. Now, what is this proposition you have? Surely it's not for saving your own skin, is it?"

"No sir. This is about making sure the Director pays for committing the war crimes he did," Massachusetts replied. "Agent Washington and I will hunt down the AI Epsilon, who became metastable during implantation and has since gone missing, and the Meta."

The Chairman's eyebrows rose in curiosity, and Washington looked at her in shock. "You can't be fucking serious! That mutated wind-up toy has already murdered two of the best Freelancers! How the hell do you expect us to kill that damn psychopath!?" _'Hunt down the Meta!? What is she, crazy?'_

The blue/white Freelancer didn't seem fazed as she met his grey eyes evenly. "For one, only Carolina has been confirmed killed. Agent Texas is still considered MIA, along with Maine and that newbie Reach. Secondly, I am serious. All the databases on the _Mother of Invention_ that held any sort of data that would incriminate the Director have been wiped clean. The only evidence left is the Meta, for he underwent several procedures that violate the Mortal Dictata Act. If we can manage to kill him and bring his body back, we can form a hit-squad to move onto finding the Director."

Washington shook his head, sighing. "This is fucking ridiculous…take out the Meta? Even Carolina couldn't defeat that thing! What possible chance do we have of surviving?" _'Wait…could the Meta have been the one to kill York? That would explain why the helmet and Delta were missing! That bastard's been going around, picking us off one by one and stealing our AIs!' _

"I never said anything about us living afterwards," Massachusetts answered softly. "If it's our time to go, then there's no use running away from fate. I'd rather die fighting than die rotting in a cell. At least we can go out the way we're supposed to as soldiers, knowing we tried our best." The Chairman nodded slowly, his lips curving up in a smile. "I see…so, you want to make sure the Director does indeed receive judgment for his actions, and save your pride in the process. Hmm…to be quite honest, I do like this proposition. Very well, Agent Massachusetts. I accept."

Washington's eyes widened in surprise, and the blue/white Freelancer nodded politely. "Thank you, sir. We will report to you via COMs every other day to keep you up to date on our progress. If we go more than two days without communicating you, then assume we have been killed in action."

The Chairman chuckled and swiveled back around to view the screen in front of him. "I see. And if you happen to come across the Director, then do make sure he comes back here in one piece. It has been far too long since he and I had a nice, long chat."

"Yes, sir." Massachusetts beckoned for Washington to follow her as they left the office, smiling to herself once the door was closed. "Told you. Truth be told, I want to get out of this mess as much as you. But for now, we play by the Chairman's rules until we have enough leverage on him and he has no choice but to let us go. Phase One of this mission has just begun."

"Wait, Phase One? What does that mean?" Washington asked, confused. _'What the hell is she planning? Surely she's not trying to be brave and put the Chairman in a position where we have him by the balls? He's just going to get pissed off at us and order our execution.' _The blue/white Freelancer shook her head, laughing softly. "You'll learn it for yourself, Washington." She turned away and led him away, looking outside.

"Once this mission is over…"

_**A/N: And that wraps up this chapter. I'm still debating on whether or not to put smut in (the ships of ReachxTexas and SouthxMaine have already set sail), and some responses have gotten me to laugh (including one suggestion to make it shower smut lol), but I think it'll have to be around the pivotal chapter 25. See you!**_

_**P.S. (SPOILERS) You are really going to fucking hate me for what I do in the next chapter, but it's an idea I've been playing with for the last three months. **_


	24. Chapter 24

_**A/N: Hey guys, time for chapter number 24 of Agent Reach, which is one chapter away from a major milestone. I have thought of what I will do in regards to the smut possibility, and after what seemed to be an eternity, I have decided to give it a go. So, expect this fanfic to be rated M after that chapter. Also, the reason you will hate me is very clear lol.**_

***Chapter 24***

_South looked around, only to see the dark forest surrounding her. A cold wind blew, sending shivers through her as it nipped and bit at her exposed skin. "Too cold…" _

"_South…your crimes will not go unnoticed…" a soft voice spoke. The lavender Freelancer whirled around, drawing a Magnum. "Who's there!?" The voice laughed coldly, and a group of red eyes appeared in front of her, making her gulp. "This isn't good…" _

"_We have seen all of your crimes, Natalie. There is no escaping us. We are forever in your heart, in your mind. Darkness will flock to you, always." The red eyes then formed into a single figure, and South nearly fell to her knees as she saw who it looked like. "N-no…please, no!"_

_It looked a bit like Reach, but his brown eyes were crimson, his hair was jet black, and his blue armor was stained red with the blood of her friends. Surrounding him were the bodies of Maine, North, Wash, York, and Reach himself. "We will build a monument to commemorate all of your sins. I hope red is your favorite color, because you're going to be seeing a lot of it." _

_This wasn't someone she knew. No one was this cold and heartless, apart from maybe the Meta. But this person, whoever it was, had no qualms about what he was doing. _

_The dark figure laughed, the cold tone sending shivers up South's spine. "North was your own twin brother. And yet, despite the blood that flows through your veins, you used him as bait for the Meta to save your own pathetic skin. What a pity. I wish I could have seen him as he cursed you. Not even death will he forgive you."_

_He turned away, sending a cold sneer towards South before disappearing from her view. "You will always be swallowed by the darkness in your own heart. You can never escape it. It will always speak to you…"_

-0-

South woke up with a start, panting hard and in a cold sweat. She looked up, and began to panic as she saw someone standing over her, his eyebrows furrowed. "South? Are you alright?" Upon closer look, it was Reach. His eyes and hair were their normal brown, and his armor was its usual red and black. _'Just a dream…it was just a dream.' _Her face felt wet, and she realized that she must have been crying in her sleep.

"You were talking and crying in your sleep," Reach said, flexing his arms. "Are you feeling any better?" South sat up, still shaken by the dream she just had. "M-mmhm…" _'What the hell was that about? Does that mean something bad is going to happen to us in the future?' _Seeing that person standing over Reach's corpse and torment her about the ugly necessity of using her brother to get away from the Meta had shaken her to her core, and South didn't want to tell Reach what she saw just yet.

The red/black Freelancer stood up, running a hand through his hair. "You've been out for nearly three hours since you arrived here. Sigma and Delta told me what happened." South began to panic again, her breathing speeding up. _'No…no, please. Don't remind me of what I did…' _"I…I—"

"Don't worry. Those wounds won't take too long to recover from. As for your illness, I think it'll be a few days before you're back at full strength," Reach said quietly, picking up a Battle Rifle. "The medication we gave you must have made you experience a really unusual nightmare…I'm sorry about that. But we had no other choice." He didn't know what happened during the fight with the Meta, and about the guilt that filled her heart every time she closed her eyes. _'Thank God…I couldn't face either of them if they knew the truth. Nathan…I'm so sorry…' _

The lavender Freelancer tried to stand up when Reach put his hand up, shaking his head. "It's best if you don't move for the time being." He turned his head, placing his weapon across his back. "Maine, I'll take my leave. I'll think carefully about what we discussed, and then inform Tex." He then left, and South turned to see Maine standing over her, arms folded. "M-maine…" _'Tex has won, again. Though this time…I'm not mad. I was a fool to think I could ever be more than just friends with Reach. I know now where my heart lies.'_

The massive white Freelancer crouched down, letting out a soft growl. Sigma flashed up, the fiery red AI looking at South. _"Ah, you're awake. We were genuinely concerned if you would make it for awhile." _

South felt her silver-blonde hair, surprised to feel it sticky with sweat. "Thank you…" Sigma laughed, giving Maine a sly grin. _"Don't thank me. It was all thanks to Agent Maine that you're alive." _The massive Freelancer's face flushed red and he looked away, hissing softly at the red AI, as though he was embarrassed by something.

"Thank you, Maine," South murmured, looking down and realizing her armor was completely gone. Her side was taped up by heavy bandages, and it was slightly chilly inside the base. _'Could Maine have…?' _The big man wasn't known for giving medical help, but he appeared to have done quite a job. "Where's my armor? And Delta?" _'He wasn't damaged in the crash, was he?' _

"_I'm afraid it's been damaged beyond repair," _Sigma admitted, sighing. _"But, don't worry. We have a spare suit picked out for you when you've recovered, and Delta is trying to repair your Drop Shield." _South sat up, holding her shoulder as she looked around the Blue Base. _'Desert canyon in the middle of nowhere…great. The Meta won't be able to find us here.' _She peered outside, surprised to see a ruined Scorpion-class tank outside. "Why's that there?"

Maine shook his head, letting a deep and possibly frustrated growl as he looked at the destroyed tank. He brandished a fist at it, and in annoyance, he grabbed his Brute Shot and fired at it. Sigma coughed, trying not to snicker. _"Maine, the tank is already ruined. There's no need to go around shooting it."_

"You haven't been able to fix it?" South asked, surprised. _'Wait…Maine never was good with mechanics. I haven't forgotten the time when he accidently hooked up a Warthog's brakes to its horn. York got so pissed off and blamed Wash.' _**(A/N: Just did that to my buddy Alex XD. Totally worth it)**

Maine shook his head, growling in annoyance. An aqua blue soldier walked in, holding his head as though in immense pain. "What the fuck is going on here? Who the hell is this chick? And why is there a bunch of glowing people? I didn't know we were in a trippy nightclub." Before South could open her mouth to say a good comeback, Maine had already grabbed the man and threw him back into the room he came from, slamming it shut with a hiss. The silver-blonde Freelancer winced at the incredibly loud crash she heard, along with a weak (and very pained) protest of, "No fair…"

South tried to stand up when her vision swam, making her stumble uncontrollably. "W-wha…?" _'What the hell did Reach give me, acid? Or am I really that sick?' _The red/black Freelancer seemed like the last person who would pull a stunt like that, and South dismissed that thought immediately. _'No. He wouldn't even think of doing something that idiotic…I guess I have something nasty.' _

She then coughed, hacking a ball of phlegm up from her lungs. "Ugh…that's disgusting." _'There goes any image I had left.' _To make matters worse, it was covered in sticky black stuff that looked like tar. _'I don't even want to know what I have…' _"Real pretty. Looks like I just hacked up a smoker's lung." South coughed again, bringing more of the sticky mucus up. "Ugh…" _'Now that's really awful.'_

"_You should be fine in a few days, South," _Sigma reassured. The silver-blonde Freelancer tried not to wince at her code name, for she had thrown it away following the events with the Meta. But at the same time, she didn't want to tell Maine what had happened just yet, especially after she had that vision of everyone she knew being murdered by that man who looked so similar to Reach. _'How do I tell him the truth? That my own brother is dead because of me?'_

'_Nathan…tell me what I should do!' _

-0-

_A few days later_

"And stop!" Reach ordered, getting off the dusty ground. The Reds got up, holding their shoulders in some discomfort. "Jesus Christ…what the fuck do we have to work out in this ungodly heat for?" The former Spartan had started up a training program with Sarge, which included everything from basic knowledge to physical exercises and target practice. Simmons was excelling in the knowledge department, doing decently in the physical, and his shot was getting better every time.

Grif, not surprisingly, hated anything physical unless it was masturbation. And even though he complained to no end, he at least was making some progress. Though that may have had something to do with the fact that Sarge or Texas always kept a Sniper Rifle pointed at his crotch during the workouts. Threatening to kill someone along with their future children always works when you want them to get off their fucking ass and be productive. Even if their dick is already ruined beyond repair, like in Grif's case.

Sarge actually liked doing workouts, along with the target practice. Reach suspected, however, that the reason for that one was because the Red Sergeant could picture Grif's face on every target, and he could shoot it with his Shotgun. His accuracy with the close-range weapon was incredible, but he was still lacking in the knowledge section that (for some fucking reason Reach didn't want to know) Texas decided would be the bit she took over.

Donut was decent in everything, but his main prowess (as the entire Red Team found out) was grenades and saying how he would blow them…away. Unfortunately, the pink soldier was also in a cast due to Texas not being amused by some colorblind idiot trying to, 'Move on her territory.' And as a result, Donut wasn't able to move his left hand at all for at least another month and a half, and he wasn't exactly ambidextrous. His attempt to throw a grenade with his right hand resulted in a slightly damaged Warthog, ending up in another broken wrist, though this time it was Lopez. Even though it couldn't speak English, the brown robot didn't take too kindly to the damage, despite that it was minor and was repaired in about thirty minutes.

"Because your asses are out of shape?" Sarge returned dryly, glaring at the slightly less chubby orange soldier who complained. "You heard what the LT said. We can't call ourselves soldiers if we're like this, can we? Goddammit…this brings back good memories."

Reach wiped his armor off when a message from Sigma flashed across his HUD, and he turned the Red Sergeant. "Can you manage the target practice for a bit? This message is of high priority." _'It's been a few days, and there hasn't been a sign of Wyoming since he murdered Florida. South must have regained her strength.' _

He had thought of a plan to break Washington out of his cell, but there was still a hard decision he had to alert Texas to. _'I've thought it over, and there's no other option but this. She's not going to like it, but I can't bring her with me for this.' _The plan involved Maine, South, and himself to sneak in, try to avoid running into resistance, and busting Washington out before flying back to Blood Gulch.

"Yes, sir," Sarge replied, pumping his Shotgun and facing the Reds. "Listen up, ladies! The LT has some important business to take care of, which means I'm the one directing the target practice today. If you complain, you will be shot. If your ass survives, then I'll just shoot you again. Is that clear!?" Not wishing to disobey the trigger-happy Sergeant, the Reds nodded in unison. "Yes, sir!"

Reach walked out of earshot before opening the message, letting it play through. _"Reach, South Dakota says she is recovered. Now, did you tell Texas of our plans to get Washington?" _The red/black leader shook his head, flexing his arms. _"No, not yet. She isn't going to like being left behind. She'll think I'm doing it to protect her, when that isn't the case." _

There were a few reasons why Reach wasn't going to bring Texas along with him. For one, he and Maine could keep an eye on South to make sure she didn't try anything funny. Secondly, he needed someone he could trust to keep an eye on Alpha, the Reds, the Blues, and keep an eye out for either Wyoming or the Meta. And something told him if he left Maine or South there, then both teams would end up six feet under.

"_Texas will understand if you tell her the real reasons. It's because you still don't trust South, isn't it?"_ Sigma asked. Reach snorted, folding his arms. _"That's exactly it. I want to be able to keep an eye on her. Something still feels a bit fishy about all of this."_ He didn't want to accuse the silver-blonde Freelancer of anything without significant proof, but something about North's death seemed like it involved some tampering. _'I can't see South purposely killing her own brother. But, sometimes, the ugly necessity of survival means getting your hands dirty. I know that all too well…' _

Back before he joined Noble Team, one of his assassinations involved an old friend from training, Rita. She had betrayed the UNSC after she found out about the illegal cloning experiments the UNSC performed and went rogue, prompting ONI to send out their best assassin. Reach didn't like doing it as he knew Rita was standing in shallower shit, but he had learned from CPO Mendez and Colonel Ackerson that war isn't always clear cut. It can be morally dirty, like the way ONI and the UNSC purposely kidnapped colonial six-year olds to train them to kill other colonists. But, sometimes, the ends do justify the means. _'Killed thousands to save millions…shit, I'll still burn in Hell for it.' _

"_I agree. However, I believe South will tell us what happened when she's ready to," _Sigma reassured. _"For now, just treat her as if nothing's out of the ordinary. If she thinks we're trying to pressure her into revealing something, she'll get on the defensive, and we won't learn anything. Best to let it run its course." _Reach nodded, ending the call and marching back to the Red Base. _'Let it run, huh? I suppose that might be for the best, not just for our sakes, either. South suffered through Hell to even find us.'_

He spotted Texas on the top of the base, a Battle Rifle in her hands. "Ah, you're here. There's something I need to tell you…" _'There's no fucking way she's going to take this shit well. If I don't end up slapped, I'll honestly be surprised.'_

The blonde Freelancer turned to face him, lowering the weapon. "What?" Reach sighed, leaning against the base sideguards. "Maine and I talked about this, and we've decided that we're going to break Washington out of his shithole. Unfortunately…we can't bring you." _'When she's pissed, she becomes some sort of half woman, half shark. Except the shark half has been given cybernetic powers and the woman half is also three quarter jaguar.'_

Texas's blue eyes flashed indignantly, and she put her hands on her hips in annoyance. "What!? Why!?" She stalked closer to him, her eyes slits. "You better not be fucking do this in an attempt to protect me. You know damn well I can take care of myself."

Even though he fully expected her to be incredibly cross about not being able to come, Reach still felt the sting from her tone. _'Saw this coming…but still, it can't be helped.' _"Of course not. I know full well that you are a fighter. But, you are also the only person I can trust to keep an eye on Alpha, make sure the Meta or Wyoming don't catch us napping, or kill the Reds and Blues in the time we're gone. I still don't trust South, and I'll bet twenty credits that Maine would end up murdering all of the morons." _'I know it hurts her pride…but there's no other choice.'_

The fire in Texas's dimmed, and she sighed. "…Alright. I'm not happy about it, but I can see your point. I don't trust South, either. As for Maine, I'd put money on him killing the Reds and Blues, too." Reach put a hand on her shoulder, meeting her gaze. "While I'm gone, you and Sarge are running the training. And don't worry; I'll come back in one piece."

Texas leaned forward to kiss him gently, her hand entwining with his. "You better. If it's anything more than a broken finger, I'm going to hit you. Hard, too." Reach broke apart, sliding his helmet back on. "Nice to know you'll be concerned. I'll call you when we have Washington and are en route to Blood Gulch." _'This went a bit smoother than expected. But if I do manage to get injured…I know how hard she hits when she wants to.' _

"Right. I'll be waiting for you," Texas kissed his visor, tossing him the Sniper Rifle. Reach caught it before jumping down from the Red Base, heading out to meet Maine and South in the center of the Blue Team's territory. _'We might have to commit a little 'Grand Theft Pelican' to get him…once we can find where the hell the UNSC is keeping him.'_ "Eta, search all UNSC databases. I want to find out where the hell Washington is being held before we go on a wild goose chase."

"_I'm on it, Reach." _Eta scrolled through the UNSC databases, frowning ever so slightly. _"Hmm…it seems as though a high value prisoner is being held at a UNSC Maximum Security Prison on Haven. No other details. Interesting…I think we've just found him."_

Reach continued walking through the canyon, the hills revealing the Blue Base in the distance. "Haven? How far is that?" _'I do hope it's not on the other side of the galaxy. Otherwise, this will be a hell of a lot more difficult.' _Eta pulled up a star chart on his HUD, where it showed a planet covered in green forests, with only a few small oceans. _"Checking…we're in luck. It's in this system. Good. We don't have to go far at all."_

"We're in luck, indeed. We don't have to hijack a damn Longsword to get there," Reach murmured, placing the rifle across his back. _'I already owe the UNSC one ship after we sort of crashed our Longsword to get here. Those damn things are far too expensive.' _

Eta chuckled, and Reach met up with Maine and South, who had a new set of armor. It was another Hayabusa set, save for the Mark VI helmet, and it was dark blue with light green shoulders. "You sure you're up for this?" _'I don't see any point in bringing someone along who won't be able to fight their best, especially considering what we're about to do.' _

South nodded, taking a deep breath. "Yes. Sigma told me everything. I'm ready." Reach nodded, making sure his weapons were loaded. "Good. Eta has discovered a new high value prisoner is being held in a UNSC maximum security prison on Haven. We have reason to believe it's Washington. It's in this system, but the problem is we'll have to nick a Pelican to get there." _'We have to get our hands a little dirty in order to do what is right. Still, it's for the best.' _

Maine growled, folding his arms. South's shoulders slumped, and she let out a sigh. "Great. So we just leave the UNSC a note apologizing for stealing their ship? Ah well. It can't be helped." She loaded a clip into her Assault Rifle, hefting it over her shoulder. "Delta, I think this is your time to shine. Alert Blue Team Command that we need a ship ASAP."

"_Got it. Blue Team Command, this is Blood Gulch Blue Base. Do you copy?" _Delta asked. The COMs crackled before the same guy who answered the Red Team's communications returned the call. _"This is Blue Team Command. What's going on, dude?" _Reach and Maine both face-palmed, the massive white Freelancer growling in annoyance at the carefree attitude of the man.

"_We need a Pelican, ASAP," _Delta explained. _"We need to talk to Command about a possible addition to the Blue Team." _It was clearly a lie, but the man on the COM seemed to have bought it. _"Copy that, Blue Team. A Pelican will be arriving to your location within five minutes. Blue Team Command out."_

'_Well, the idiot actually bought that lie.' _Reach checked his sidearm, spinning it in his fingers. "Right, who wants to fly the Pelican?" To his surprise, South put her hand up, even though she seemed a little nervous. "I'll give it a try. Delta can help if he needs to."

"Are you sure?" Reach asked carefully. He knew that she had flown to Blood Gulch, but most of the trip was in Slipspace, which didn't require much training. It was the high-speed maneuvering of getting pursued that had him concerned. "If someone finds us, we'll need someone who's an ace." _'Shit…perhaps I should go? I specialized in the Sabres, Longswords, and Falcons. I haven't flown a Pelican, but how hard can it be?'_

"You're right…" South sighed. "Maine? Are you any good as a pilot?" The massive Freelancer shook his head, growling softly. They heard the unmistakable sound of a Pelican's engines, and the three Freelancers looked up to see the dropship landing. _'No more time for chit-chat. Time to go.' _

The ramp lowered, and Reach activated his camouflage to slip around the unaware man. _'No need to kill. Just knock him out for a few hours.' _He drew his pistol and slammed it into the back of the man's head, knocking him out. "Sorry, but we need this bird for a different matter entirely." Maine grabbed a sedative and injected it into the unconscious man's arm, which would help him keep out for at least a day or so.

Reach strapped himself into the pilot's seat, the other two Freelancers boarding as well. "Let's do this." He engaged the thrusters, and the Pelican lifted off the ground before rocketing away. Maine and South sat down in the passenger seats, and once they exited the atmosphere, Reach relaxed in his seat. "Eta, take charge of it from here. Alert me if anything shows up." _'Damn thing doesn't have the weapons that'll be any real threat.'_

"_On it. Autopilot engaged." _Eta took control of the ship, and Reach walked into the passenger section of the dropship, facing the other two. "Right. Here's our plan. We'll have to presume they'll have snipers watching the prison, in case of unexpected visitors. That's where I come in. I'll take them out and take up a position to keep an eye out for any other hostiles." _'Sniping again…heh. Jun, you would love this kind of shit.' _

"South, you and Maine will keep low until I give the 'all-clear' signal. Once I do, you two can slip in by any means possible, but try to keep it quiet. We don't want to alert the entire base of our presence," Reach continued. "Once we get the blueprints of the prison, we can see if there are underground tunnels or passages that you can use." _'Jailbreaks are harder than I thought to plan. So much information is needed, and if one little bit is inaccurate, then it goes up in smoke.'_

"_Delta and I will search them," _Sigma said, flickering up. _"Once we have the blueprints, they'll be sent to your HUD's GPS. If there are any security passwords blocking our progress, we'll try to hack into it." _Maine slid a series of rounds into his Brute Shot before running a hand over its blade, growling softly. On his side was a standard Magnum, in case things got desperate or he needed a bit more precision.

"_Reach, we are currently entering Haven's airspace. They are curious as to why there's a Pelican inbound, but they're not questioning our authority. As far as they're concerned, we're a black-ops unit," _Eta whispered. Reach nodded, doing a quick check of his weapons before cracking his neck. "Understood. Sig, have you and Delta found the blueprints?" _'Once we have them, we can find out everything we need to know about the prison's interior passages.' _

"_Indeed we have. We're uploading them to your HUDs now," _the red AI said with a smirk. A map of the prison appeared on Reach's HUD, and he narrowed his eyes as he searched it. _'Hmm…it seems the only way in is through a gate to the southeast. They'll have snipers watching that position, which is where I come in.' _"Okay. Our only ticket in is via the gate to the southeast. The front gate to the north is heavily defended, and nearly the rest of it is guarded by mountains. But, that break in the mountains, where the southeast gate is located, is a good place to try."

"You think they'll have snipers?" South asked, a hint of nervousness in her tone. Reach nodded, raising his rifle. "I do. I'll take them out and take up a position to watch your backs. I'll alert you if anything happens to pop up." _'I wouldn't put it past the Director to have some mercenaries hunting us down.' _

Maine put a hand on South's shoulder, letting out what seemed to be a comforting growl. The silver-blonde Freelancer took a deep breath, pulling the bolt back. "I'm okay. Let's do this." The Pelican approached Haven's surface, landing about half a mile away from the hidden prison. The ramp of the Pelican lowered, and the three Freelancers stepped out of the dropship, weapons in hand.

"Remember; wait for my signal," Reach reminded. South rested her rifle against her shoulder, and judging by her movements, she was still a little sore, even though she wouldn't admit it. "We know. Just make sure we can see the fireworks." Maine let out a slow hiss, flexing his shoulders. The big man was itching for a good fight to liven up. And if he was honest with himself, Reach was, too. _'The last fight I had was against Tex. But that didn't involve any actual risk.' _

Leaving South and Maine behind, Reach quickly sprinted towards the prison, keeping an eye out for any surprise scouts. _'Nothing coming up on my radar…it looks like no one ever goes here. Comforting, yet also worrying. The defenses on the other side could be more than capable of defeating a pair of ODST platoons.' _His Sniper Rifle could easily pierce any kind of body armor, but it would take a good amount of shots before it would do any sort of damage to a Scorpion or Falcon. _'I'll figure that out once I take up a position. Unless…' _"Eta, can you hack into any security cameras that may be stationed around the perimeter? I'd like to see what defenses they have set up."

"_Let's see…defenses include two heavy machinegun positions, a pair of M12-LRV Warthogs, a trio of Falcons, and a single Scorpion located in the hangar to the north. Resistance at our position should be minor," _Eta informed. Reach placed his rifle across his back before scaling the mountain wall, his hands gripping the rock. "Sounds fun. Disable the cameras. We don't want to attract any unnecessary attention for as long as possible."

"_Exterior perimeter cameras have been disabled. Security code replaced. They won't know what hit them," _the orange AI grinned. The former Spartan found a good spot to keep an eye on the prison, and he drew his rifle, searching for snipers keeping watch. _'There's one right there. I see you, you sneaky little bastard.' _Reach lined up the sights before firing, the rifle jerking against his shoulder.

He was rewarded by a splash of blood in the distance, and the sniper fell to the ground, dead. _'One down. There'll be more.' _Reach spotted another sniper, this time on top of one of the prison's towers. _'Found you.' _He fired again, and a second sharpshooter fell dead.

"_Warning! Some of the soldiers inside have noticed us. But they're not sounding the alarm…curious," _Eta whispered. Reach narrowed his eyes, and he moved his position to a few meters to the left. "They don't want to cause a panic." _'The only other snipers I can see are over there, by the northeast wall.' _Reach squatted down, looking through the Sniper Rifle's scope to find the third sniper.

He found him, and he squeezed the trigger for a third time. The sniper, minus his head, slumped down to the ground, dead. _'Three down. One more to go.' _Before he fired, Reach took notice of a small opening in the mountain wall. _'Hmm…a secret tunnel, maybe?' _He squeezed the trigger for a fourth time, and the final sniper was dead.

The former Spartan called up the blueprints of the prison to his HUD, and he reloaded the long-range weapon, the empty clip falling on the ground. _'Leads right under to that bunker, where the high security prisoners are. Perfect.' _"Send this to Maine and South. It's the best way in." _'The two gunners are looking for the person who just killed their snipers. I'll have to take them out, and fast.' _

After he made sure he could switch from gunner to gunner quickly, he rested his rifle against his shoulder before lining up the sights again. _'My window for these shots isn't big. A second at most.' _Reach fired his rifle, the first gunner falling down in a heap of scarlet. The second gunner didn't have the time to swivel his machinegun before he too was killed by the former Spartan's sharpshooting. _"Maine, you and South are clear to move. I repeat; you are clear to move."_

"_Understood. We're going in now," _Sigma replied, answering for the mute Freelancer. Reach began to slip back towards his original position as both Maine and South appeared from the hidden tunnel. _'Still nothing. I'm surprised no one's spotted our intrusion.' _He looked through the scope, not seeing any signs that they had been spotted. The Scorpion tank still sat motionless in the hangar, and the only person in sight was a lone mechanic, working on a Mongoose. _'I could take him out, right here and now. But, he isn't a threat.' _

Maine and South made their way into the prison's high security section, closing the heavy steel door quietly. As they entered, Sigma flashed up. _"We're in, Reach. We'll alert you when we have our hands on Washington."_

"_Understood. If I see things are going to hell, I'll give the order to bang out," _Reach returned, keeping an eye on things through his rifle. The two unseen Freelancers made their way deeper within the complex, and the former Spartan narrowed his eyes as he caught a glimpse of red in the darkness of the tunnel Maine and South used. _'What the hell is that?' _

He then caught more flashes of red, and Reach turned his heat-seeking feature on, where he saw them. _'Shit. It's a goddamn ambush!' _There were at least twenty of them, and Reach didn't feel like finding out if they were friendly. The red flashes were a group of soldiers, with strange armor on. Most of it was black, save for red visors and a strange decoration on the chest. _'It looks like the fang of some kind of creature. Mercenaries?' _

Reach placed a hand on the side of his helmet, opening a COM channel. _"Maine, South! We've got trouble! Abort mission; I repeat, abort now!" 'Dammit! We just walked right into a trap! The Director knew we would try and break Washington out, and he hired a group of mercenaries to be waiting for us.'_

"_What!? Why!?" _South asked incredulously. _"We're nearly all the way inside now!" _Reach narrowed his eyes as the mysterious men rapidly made their way around the prison, some equipped with unusual weapons. _"It's a fucking ambush! We've got at least twenty unidentified contacts, wearing black armor with red visors. They must have set this up, for they knew we would try to get Washington free."_

He heard the sounds of gunfire over the COMs, along with the sounds of cursing from South. _"Shit! It's the Basilisk's Fang!" _Before Reach could ask what the hell that was, he heard someone right behind him. "Well, hello there, Agent Reach."

He turned around to see a man wearing blue armor, with an Energy Sword hilt in his hand. "So…I guess you're being paid by the Director." _'That sword can cut through anything, even this high-tech Hayabusa armor.' _The man laughed mockingly, igniting the weapon in his hand. The blade was red, instead of the usual blue type. "My lips are closed tight on that matter, for sure. But, they aren't sealed on Agent North Dakota's fate."

He swung the weapon, and Reach ducked, the sword missing him by inches. Static washed over his HUD from the tremendous heat energy. "What do you mean? North was killed by the Meta!" He fired at the unknown man, only for him to raise a portable energy shield. The high velocity round bounced off of it harmlessly, ricocheting into the mountain wall. _'What the hell is that? It's not a Covenant shield. And what does he mean by that?' _

"Really, how do you think South Dakota managed to escape when her twin brother didn't?" the man asked, swinging the Energy Sword again. "She killed him to save her own pathetic skin." The twin blades sliced Reach's Sniper Rifle in half, forcing him to discard the useless weapon. "Even if she did, there was a reason for it. There are always two sides to any story." _'That's why she came here. South can't face the fact that her brother's blood is on her hands, even if it was for a definite purpose.'_

The man hissed in annoyance, his Energy Sword narrowly missing Reach again. The former Spartan grabbed the man's wrist, using his free hand to punch him in the jaw before kicking him away. _'Damn. No weapons, save for my knife and fists. And I'm fighting against someone who has some skill with an Energy Sword.' _The odds didn't look good on paper, but in a real fight, things were all down to chance.

Reach's foot slipped on the rocky mountain surface, and while off-balance, he drew his knife and threw it, hoping to hit the man in a fatal position. The blade spun, and the man sliced Reach's blade in the air, splintered shards of metal falling on the ground. Before he could fully regain his composure, the man's Energy Sword slashed, and Reach felt a searing pain in his arm. Only it wasn't there.

His right arm lay on the rocky ground, separated from the rest of his body. A quick look told him that it was completely cut off, from the shoulder down. But, surprisingly, it wasn't bleeding like he imagined it was. _'It should hurt. Why doesn't it?' _

The man laughed softly, picking up the severed limb and kicking the wounded Freelancer down. "Goodbye, Agent Reach. The Basilisk's Fang always gets their targets, even if they were a member of Project Freelancer." With a flick of his wrist, the energy blade went out, and Reach struggled to get back onto his feet. _'I can't die. Not yet. It isn't my time.' _

His vision swam, and as the man faded from his view, the world went dark. Reach could hear someone screaming his name as he fell. Not his Freelancer name, but his real one. The one no one alive knew. _"Adam!" _

-0-

Maine growled in irritation as members of the Basilisk Fang stormed inside, guns blazing. _'There's no end to the bastards! Reach was right to call this off.' _He spun his Brute Shot, deflecting the bullets from the mercenaries' Assault Rifles as South picked them off, ducking behind a crate for cover. "There's too many of them! Where the hell is Reach!?" Maine hissed, firing his Brute Shot at a gas tank. The tank exploded, killing most of the mercenaries. _'I don't know. But the fact he hasn't contacted us since things went to hell is worrying.' _

Suddenly, a message from Eta flashed across his HUD. _"Maine, South! Reach has been severely wounded!" _The massive white Freelancer's dark eyes widened under his domed helmet in surprise. _'What!? This must be some sort of joke!' _In the time he had known the red/black Freelancer, he would have never expected for him to be seriously injured in a fight.

"_How the hell did that happen!?"_ South demanded, reloading her Assault Rifle as fast as she could before firing again. Eta shook his head, concern in his eyes. _"He lost his right arm due to a Covenant Energy Sword, and is currently unconscious. If we don't hurry, it won't just be his arm he loses. He will die if we don't get the hell out of here!"_

Maine hissed in annoyance, firing another two rounds from his Brute Shot before charging. A single bullet impacted on his heavy armor, barely piercing it. The mercenaries were lying on the ground, dead from his and South's firepower. _'We're getting you, Reach. Hang on.' _

Maine sprinted outside, his radar picking up Reach's bio-readings. His armor was in critical condition, the Active-Camouflage unit was malfunctioning, and his biometrics were beginning to spike dangerously. _'Shit. Even a hardcore Freelancer like him is going into shock. I can't blame him. He did just lose a limb..' _

He stumbled as he climbed the rocky wall where Reach's body was, nearly tripping over the ruined remains of his Sniper Rifle. _'Eta wasn't kidding. He really is in terrible shape.' _Maine saw Reach's unmoving body, and he could see the red/black Freelancer's heart rate going up. _'Sigma, you're flying the Pelican. I don't care if the engines go into the redline. We have no other option.'_

"_Understood. Let's get out here, ASAP." _Maine picked up Reach's body, hefting it over his broad shoulders before jerking his head to South. _'Let's go.' _The two Freelancers broke into a run, Reach's remaining arm limp. _'Even if he lives…how can he fight with just one arm? He can't shoot anything bigger than an SMG…' _

The Pelican loomed into view, and Maine picked up the pace, even as something in his left leg tore. He gritted his teeth, pain shooting up his leg with every step. _'Goddammit. Tendon injury. Good thing we have that stupid shit for helping heal this. But for a severed arm…' _There was the possibility of giving Reach a robotic arm, which would enable him to fight, but no one he knew was skilled enough with mechanics to pull that miracle.

He put Reach in the Pelican's rear seat, motioning for South to throw down a Drop Shield around him. _'I know these damn things save one from dying and have slight healing abilities. Let's see if it works.' _The blue/green Freelancer nodded, slamming her fist down and creating a shield around Reach's body. "There! Let's get the fuck out, now!"

"_Thrusters engaged! Hang on!" _Sigma called back. The dropship rocketed upwards, heading straight back to Blood Gulch. The Pelican's engines screamed in stress as it continued to accelerate just under Mach 1 speed. Maine gripped onto the safety harness, forcing himself to keep awake despite the G-Forces. _'His biometrics are still spiking. We need to go faster.' _

"_Safety protocol override. Thruster turbos engaged," _Delta said calmly, the green AI helping Sigma fly the ship. _"Secondary boost increasing by 50%." _The Pelican's engines howled in protest, speeding into the redline and accelerating to nearly Mach 2. Maine gritted his teeth, watching as the Pelican sped towards Blood Gulch. _'Damn gees are trying to take me out. Come on…' _

Reach's biometrics were starting to return to normal levels, though he had still lost a lot of blood and in danger of dying from blood loss. _'Red Base has to have some sort of facility, and his team will know what to do better than I will. Tex is going to fucking pissed…' _

The Drop Shield died, and South began to pant heavily, unable to sustain it any longer. "B-best I can do…" She leaned back in her seat, removing her helmet and coughing. Blood splattered onto her hand, and she grimaced. "Ugh. Disgusting."

Maine looked outside, and he saw the familiar sands of Blood Gulch, along with the bases. _'We're fucking here. Good. You still there Eta?' _The orange AI flashed up, trying to get in contact with Tex. _"Texas, Reach has been seriously wounded! Prepare the medical bay, now!"_

"_Are you serious!? Is he still conscious!?" _Texas demanded, a hint of panic in her tone. Eta took a glance at his host, still out due to his injury. _"No. His right arm has been completely severed by a Covenant Energy Sword, and appears to have been taken. Even if he survives…" _The orange AI was unconsciously echoing Maine's own worries, although he didn't know it.

"_I'll have the bay ready as soon as I can! Whatever you do, don't let him die," _Texas ordered. Maine growled as the Pelican came to a screeching halt outside of the Red Base, and he stood up, picking Reach's body up. _'We're not letting you die, you bastard. You will make it through this.'_

The ramp lowered, and the massive white Freelancer ran towards the Red Base, even though he too was hampered by a leg injury. Texas met him, her dark blue eyes frantic as she saw the state Reach was in. "No…you son of a bitch. Don't you fucking dare die!" South hobbled next to Maine, and the three Freelancers rushed Reach into the Red Base's medical bay, placing him on the operating table.

Texas knelt down, grabbing Reach's remaining hand, closing her eyes. "R-reach…don't die. Please…" The door burst open, and Maine and South whirled around to see one of the Reds, surprised to see his leader in the state he was. "Shit, what the hell happened!? His damn arm is missing!"

"Tell us something we don't already fucking know!" Texas hissed. Maine growled, jabbing the red/black Freelancer with biofoam to keep him from dying of shock. _'I don't know what the hell to do. I'm not sure how to treat a severed arm.' _The Red soldier didn't seem fazed by the blonde Freelancer's distressed fury, and he crouched down to take a look at the wound. "I have an idea. But, I don't think the LT is going to like it."

Texas stood up, wiping her eyes and staring at Reach's golden visor, still out. "Do it."

"Yes, ma'am."

_**A/N: Heh… I told you that you were going to fucking hate my ass and maybe want to put me six feet under. But, this was something I've been fucking around with for a LONG time. Plus, if you do kill me, you'll never get the smut that WILL be in the next chapter (Good God will it feel awkward writing it lol), so no matter how you look at it, I win. I get to slice Reach's arm off, or you don't get ReachxTexas smut. Maybe I ought to have a few shots of Jager and then write the smut…**_
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